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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH, ESQ. 



THE TALE OF THE CLARIONET 



IS HUMBLY INSCRIBED 



BY ONE WHO, THOUGH PERSONALLY UNKNOWN TO HIM, 



LOVES THE MAN AND ADMIRES THE POET. 



PREFACE. 



It is due to myself to state that for reasons which 
it is unnecessary to mention, I have not corrected 
the proof-sheets of the following pages ; and that 
if Priscian's head be broken, the fault is not to be 
attributed to me. For this reason, as well as for 
others that may possibly affect my literary cha- 
racter, I feel it necessary to write something in 
the shape of a preface ; but it shall be very short. 
Of the " Fawn of Spring-vale " I have simply 
to say, that the moral I trust is a wholesome one. 
I wrote the tale to warn sensitive and sentimental 
young ladies that the foolish indulgence of a first 
affection, and the nursing of it into the great 
business of their lives, is not only a piece of egre- 
gious folly, so far as they themselves are con- 
cerned, but also a source of calamity — and not 
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unjustly so — to those parents and relatives who 
choose to make pets of them in such soft and sen- 
timental nonsense. Many an early grave and 
mad-house is filled with young ladies who are 
gifted with "exquisite sensibility." 

Of course I was obliged to make Jane Sinclair 
" a sweet amiable creature," otherwise I should 
have changed the manner of her death altogether. 
Who, for instance, ever heard of a vixen or ter- 
magant lying down in a gentle fit of affection, and 
absolutely dying for — love ? 

Of "The Clarionet" I have only to observe, 
that I thought it possible to write a tale in 
prose somewhat after the principle of Words- 
worth's in verse, of whose theory, however, 
I had not thought at the time. I proposed 
to myself to create an interest for two indivi- 
duals who were bound to their kind by scarcely 
a single tie except their love for each other. 
I have therefore drawn them isolated from the 
intertangled web of civilized society, yet happy 
in the exercise of that habitual affection of the 
heart which cures so many of the miseries that 
arise from solitary and neglected poverty. The 
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reader will of course perceive that the theory upon 
which I wrote necessarily forced me to keep the cla- 
rionet player and his wife aloof from nearly all the 
ordinary influences of society ; and the consequence 
was, that I could not introduce much incident into 
the tale. This would have placed them, despite 
of me, in a position where the machinery of arti- 
ficial life must have operated upon them in such 
a manner as to destroy the principle I adopted in 
writing it. It was for this reason that I gave 
them neither beauty nor education, nor even ordi- 
nary dress, having left them no other source of 
happiness but their own simple and unadulterated 
hearts. 

I know it may, and probably will, be objected 
to me, that the plan of the tale is borrowed from 
Wordsworth. In justice to myself, however, I 
am bound to say that the Clarionet was within a 
few pages of its conclusion when the matter was 
pointed out to me ; and I need scarcely inform my 
readers, that I felt the moment in which I disco- 
vered myself thinking in a manner analogous to 
that great man to be one of the proudest and hap- 
piest of my life. 
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The humble hero and heroine of the story were 
known in every town of any importance in Ireland. 
No one ever saw them separate ; aiid it was re- 
markable that the air which he generally played 
on his clarionet was that of Burns's " Bonnie 
Jean." The incident which suggested the idea of 
the story to me was one equally simple and affect- 
ing. I had been asked to dine by a gentleman 
residing in Eccles-street, and on my way there I 
saw, for the first time in my life, that the female 
was alone. On looking more closely, I perceived 
that she carried her husband's clarionet on her 
arm, and that it was bound with crape — a circum- 
stance which told the story of his death with sin- 
gular pathos and beauty. I believe that the 
lonely creature still traverses the streets of Dublin, 
carrying the " Clarionet " as I have stated, and 
attempting, as best she may, to modulate in an 
indifferent voice her departed husband's favourite 
air of " Bonnie Jean." 

Concerning the other tales I have nothing to 
say, except that they appeared from time to time 
in the pages of the Dublin University Magazine. 

Dublin, April 16, 1841. 
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THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 



CHAPTER I. 



Jane Sinclair was the third and youngest 
daughter of a dissenting clergyman, in one of 
the most interesting counties in the north of 
Ireland. Her father was remarkable for that 
cheerful simplicity of character which is so fre- 
quently joined to a high order of intellect, and 
an affectionate warmth of heart. To a well tem- 
pered zeal in the cause of faith and morals, he 
added a practical habit of charity, both in word 
and deed, such as endeared him to all classes, 
but especially to those whose humble condition 
in life gave them the strongest claim upon his 
virtues, both as a man and a pastor. DiflBcult, 
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indeed, would it be to find a minister of the 
Gospel, whose practice and precept corresponded 
with such beautiful fitness, nor one who, in the 
midst of his own domestic circle, threw such calm 
lustre around him as a husband and a father. A 
temper grave but sweet, wit playful and innocent, 
and tenderness that kept his spirit benignant to 
error without any compromise of duty, were the 
links which bound all hearts to him. Seldom 
have I known a Christian clergyman who exhi- 
bited in his own life so much of the unaffected 
character of apostolic holiness, nor one of whom 
it might be said with so much truth, that " he 
walked in all the commandments of the Lord 
blameless." 

His family, which consisted of his wife, one 
son, and three daughters, had, as might be 
expected, imbibed a deep sense of that religion, 
the serene beauty of which shone so steadily 
along their father's path of life. Mrs. Sinclair 
had been well educated, and in her husband's 
conversation and society found further oppor- 
tunity of improving, not only her intellect, but 
her heart. Though respectably descended she 
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could not claim relationship with what may be 
emphatically termed the gentry of the country ; 
but she could with that class so prevalent in the 
north of Ireland, which ranks in birth only one 
grade beneath them. I say in birth ; — for in 
all the decencies of life, in the unostentatious 
bounties of benevolence, in moral purity, domestic 
harmony, and a conscientious observance of 
religion, both in the comeliness of its forms, and 
the cheerful freedom of its spirit, this class ranks 
immeasurably above every other which Irish 
society presents. They who compose it are not 
sufficiently wealthy to relax those pursuits of 
honourable industry which - constitute them, as 
a people, the ornament of our nation ; nor does 
their good sense and decent pride permit them 
to follow the dictates of a mean ambition, by 
struggling to reach that false elevation, which 
is as much beneath them in all the virtues that 
grace life, as it is above them in the dazzling 
dissipation which renders the violation or neglect 
of its best duties a matter of fashionable etiquette, 
or the shameful privilege of high birth. To 
4his. respectable and independent class did the 
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immediate relations of Mrs. Sinclair belong, and 
as might be expected, she failed not to bring all 
its virtues to her husband's heart and household 
— there to soothe him by their influence, to 
draw fresh energy from their mutual intercourse, 
and to shape the habits of their family into 
that perception of self-respect and decent pro^ 
priety, which, in domestic duty, dress, and gen- 
eral conduct, uniformly results from a fine sense 
of moral feeling, blended with high religious 
principle. 

This, indeed, is the class whose example has 
diffused that spirit of keen intelligence and 
enterprise throughout the north which makes 
the name of an Ulster manufacturer or merchant 
a synonyme for integrity and honour. From it 
is derived the creditable love of independence 
which operates upon the manners of the people 
and the physical soil of the country so obviously, 
that the natural appearance of the one may be 
considered as an appropriate exponent of the 
moral condition of the other. Aided by the 
genius of a practical and impressive creed, whose 
simple grandeur gives elevation and dignity to 
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its followers ;— this class it is which, by affording 
employment, counsel, and example to many of 
the lower classes, brings peace and comfort to 
those who inhabit the white cottages and warm 
farmsteads of the north, and lights up its culti- 
vated landscapes, its broad champaigns, and 
peaceful vales, into an aspect so smiling, that 
even the very soil seems to proclaim and partake 
of the happiness of its inhabitants. Indeed, few- 
spots in the north could afford the spectator a 
better opportunity of verifying our observations 
as to the mild beauty of the country, than 
the residence of the amiable clergyman whose 
unhappy child's fate has furnished us with the 
affecting circumstances we are about to lay before 
the reader. , 

Spring-vale House, Mr. Sinclair's residence, 
was situated on an eminence that commanded 
a full view of the sloping valley from which it 
had its name. Along this vale, winding towards 
the house in a northern direction, ran a beautiful 
tributary stream, accompanied for near two 
miles in its progress by a small but well con- 
structed road, which indeed had rather the 
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character of a green lane than a pubhc way, 
being but very little of a thoroughfare. Nothing 
could surpass this delightful vale in the soft and 
serene character of its scenery. Its sides, par- 
tially wooded, and cultivated with surpassing 
taste, were not so precipitous as to render 
habitation in its bosom inconvenient. They 
sloped up gradually and gracefully on each side,^ 
presenting to the eye a number of snow-white 
residences, each standing upon the brow of some 
slight table or undulation, and surrounded by 
grounds sufficiently spacious to allow of green 
lawns, ornamental plantations, and gardens, 
together with a due proportion of land for culti- 
vation and pasture. From Mr. Sinclair's house 
the silver bends of this fine stream gave exquisite 
peeps to the spectator as they wound out of the 
wood which here and there clothed its banks, 
occasionally dipping into the water. On the left, 
attached to the glebe-house of the Protestant 
pastor of the parish, the eye rested upon a pond 
smooth as a mirror, except where an occasional 
swan, as it floated onwards without any apparent 
effort, left here and there a slight quivering 
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ripple behind it. Farther down, springing from 
between two clumps of trees, might be seen 
the span of a light and elegant arch, from under 
which the river gently wound away' to the right ; 
and beyond this, on the left, about a hundred 
yards from the bank, rose up the slender spire 
of the parish church, out of the bosom of the old 
beeches that overshadowed it, and threw a solemn 
gloom upon the peaceful graveyard at its side. 
About two hundred yards again to the right, in 
a little green shelving dell, beneath the house, 
stood Mr. Sinclair's modest white meeting-house, 
with a large ash tree hanging over each gable, 
and a row of poplars behind it. The valley 
at the opposite extremity opened upon a land- 
scape bright and picturesque, dotted with those 
white residences which give that peculiar 
character of warmth and comfort for which the 
northern landscapes are so remarkable. Indeed, 
the eye could scarely rest upon a richer expanse 
of country than lay stretched out before it, nor 
can we omit to notice the singularly unique and 
beautiful effect produced by the numerous bleach- 
greens that shone at various degrees of distance, 
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and contrasted so sweetly with the surface of 
a land deeply and delightfully verdant. 

In the far distance rose the sharp outlines of 
a lofty mountain, whose green and sloping base 
melted into the " sun-silvered" expanse of the 
sea, on the smooth bosom of which the eye 
could snatch brilliant glimpses of the snow-white 
sails that sparkled at a distance as they fell 
under the beams of the noonday sun. The 
landscape was indeed beautiful in itself, but still 
rendered more so by the delicate aerial tints 
which lay on every object, and touched the whole 
into a mellower and more exquisite expression. 

Such was the happy valley in which this 
peaceful family resided ; each and all enjoying 
that tranquillity which sheds its calm content- 
ment over the unassuming spirits of those who 
are ignorant of the crimes that flow from the 
selfishness and ambition of busy life. To them, 
the fresh breezes of morning, as they rustled 
through the living foliage, and stirred the modest 
flowers of their pleasant path, were fraught with 
an enjoyment which bound their hearts to every 
object around them, because to each of thena 
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these objects were the sources of habitual gra- 
tification. On them the dewy stillness of evening 
descended with tender serenity, as the valley 
shone in the radiance of the sinking sun ; and 
by them was held that sweet and rapturous 
communion with nature, which, as it springs 
earliest in the affections, so does it linger about 
the heart when all the other loves and enmities 
of life are forgotten. 

Every thing was beautiful in the history of 
unhappy Jane Sinclair's melancholy fate. The 
evening of the incident to which the fair girl's 
misery might eventually be traced was one of the 
most calm and balmy that could be witnessed 
even during the leafy month of June. With the 
exception of Mrs. Sinclair, the whole family had 
gone out to saunter leisurely by the river side j 
the father between his two eldest daughters, and 
Jane, then sixteen, sometimes chatting to her 
brother William, and sometimes fondling a white 
dove, which she had petted and trained with such 
success, that it was then amenable to almost 
every light injunction she laid upon it. It sat on 
her shoulder, which, indeed, was its usual seat, 

B 2 
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would peck her cheek, coAver as if with a sense of 
happiness in her bosom, and put its bill to her 
lips, from which it was usually fed, either to 
demand some sweet reward for its obedience, or 
to express its attachment by a profusion of 
innocent caresses. The evening, as we said, 
was fine ; not a cloud could be seen, except a 
pile of feathery masses that hung far up at 
the western gate of heaven; the stillness was 
profound ; no breathing, even of the gentlest 
zephyr, could be felt; the river beside them, 
which was here pretty deep, seemed motionless; 
not a leaf of the trees stirred; the very aspens 
were still as if they had been marble; and the 
whole air was warm and fragrant. Although 
the sun wanted more than an hour of setting, 
yet from the bottom of the vale they could 
perceive the broad shafts of light which shot 
from his mild disk through the snowy clouds 
we have mentioned, like bars of lambent radiance, 
almost palpable to the touch. Yet, although 
this delightful silence was so profound, the heart 
could perceive, beneath its stillest depths, that 
voiceless harmony of progressing Hfe, which, 
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like the music of a dream, can reach the soul 
independently of the senses, and pour upon it a 
sublime sense of natural inspiration. 

Something like this appears to have been felt 
by the group we have alluded to. Mr. Sinclair, 
after standing for a moment on the banks of the 
river, and raising his eyes to the solemn splendour 
of the declining sun, looked earnestly around 
him, and then out upon the glowing landscape 
that stretched beyond the valley, after which, 
with a spirit of high enthusiasm, he exclaimed, 
catching at the same time the fire and grandeur 
of the poet's noble conception — 

'' These are thy gloi'ious works, Parent of good ! 
Almighty ! thine this universal frame — 
Thus wondrous fair — thyself how wondrous then — 
To us invisible, or dimly seen 
In these thy lowest works." 

There was something singularly impressive in the 
burst of piety which the hour and the place drew 
from this venerable pastor, as indeed there 
was in the whole group, as they listened in the 
attitude of deep attention to his words. Mr. 
Sinclair was a tall, fine looking old man, whose 
white flowing locks fell down on each side of his 
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neck. His figure appeared to fine advantage, 
as, standing a little in front of his children, he 
pointed with his raised arm to the setting sun j 
behind him stood his two eldest girls, the coun- 
tenance of one turned with an expression of awe 
and admiration towards the west ; that of the 
other fixed with mingled reverence and affection 
on her father. William stood near Jane, and 
looked out thoughtfully towards the sea, while 
Jane herself, light and young and beautiful, stood 
with a flushed face, in the act of giving a pat of 
gentle rebuke to the snow-white dove on her 
bosom. At length they resumed their walk, and 
the conversation took a lighter turn. The girls 
left their father's side, and strolled in many 
directions through the meadow. Sometimes they 
pulled wild flowers, if marked by more than 
ordinary beauty, or gathered the wild mint and 
meadow-sweet to perfume their dairy, or culled 
the flowery woodbine to shed its delicate fragrance 
through their sleeping-rooms. In fact, all their 
habits and amusements were pastoral, and simple, 
and elegant. Jane accompanied them as they 
strolled about, but was principally engaged with 
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her pet, which flew, in capricious but graceful, 
circles over her head, and occasionally shot oif 
into the air, sweeping in mimic flight behind a 
green knoll, or a clump of trees, completely out 
of her sight ; after which it would again return, 
and folding its snowy pinions, drop afi'ectionately 
upon her shoulder, or into her bosom. In this 
manner they proceeded for some time, when the 
dove again sped off" across the river, the bank 
of which was wooded on the other side. Jane 
followed the beautiful creature with a sparkling 
eye, and saw it wheeling to return, when imme- 
diately the report of a gun was heard from the 
trees directly beneath it, and the next moment it 
faltered in its flight, sunk, and with feeble wing, 
struggled to reach the object of its afi"ection. 
This, however, was beyond its strength. After 
sinking gradually towards the earth, it had power 
only to reach the middle of the river, into the 
deepest part of which it fell, and there lay 
fluttering upon the stream. 

The report of the gun, and the fate of the 
pigeon, brought the personages of our little 
drama with hurrying steps to the edge of the 
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river. One scream of surprise and distress pro- 
ceeded from the lips of its fair young mistress, 
after which she wrung her hands, and wept and 
sobbed hke one in absolute despair. 

" Oh, dear William," she exclaimed, " can. 
you not rescue it ? Oh, save it — save it ; if it 
sinks I shall never see it more. Oh, papa, who 
could be so heartless, as to injure a creature so 
inoflfensive !" 

" I know not, my dear Jane ; but cruel and 
heartless must the man be that could perpetrate 
a piece of such wanton mischief. I should rather 
think it is some idle boy who knows not that it is 
tame." 

" William, dear William, can you not save it?" 
she inquired again of her brother; "if it is 
doomed to die, let it die with me-" and the 
affectionate girl continued to weep bitterly. 

" Indeed, my dear Jane, I never regretted my 
ignorance of swimming so much as I do this 
moment. The truth is, I cannot swim a stroke, 
otherwise I would save poor little Ariel for your 
sake." 

"Don't take it so much to heart, my dear 
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child," said her father; "grief, girl, ought 
not to be so violent for the death of a favourite 
bird." 

*' Oh, papa, who can look upon its struggles 
for life, and not feel deeply ; remember it was 
mine, and think of its attachment to me." 

There was, indeed, something very painful 
and affecting in the situation of the beautiful 
wounded dove. Even Mr. Sinclair himself, in 
witnessing its unavailing struggles, felt as much j 
nor were the other two girls unaffected any more 
than Jane herself. Their eyes became filled 
with tears, and Maria, the eldest, said, "It is 
better, Jane, to return home. Poor mute 
creature ! the view of its sufferings is, indeed, 
very painful." 

Just then a tall, slender youth, apparently 
about eighteen, came out from the trees on the 
other bank of the river, but on seeing Mr. 
Sinclair and his family, he paused and appeared 
to feel somewhat embarrassed. It was evident 
that he had, seen the bird wounded, and followed 
the course of its flight, without suspecting that 
it was tame, or that there was any person 
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near to claim it. The distress of the females, 
however, especially of its mistress, imme- 
diately satisfied him that it was theirs, and he 
was about to withdraw into the wood again, 
when the situation of poor Ariel caught his 
eye. He instantly took off his hat, flung it 
across the river, and plunging in, swam towards 
the dove, which was now nearly exhausted. 
A few strokes brought him to the spot, on 
reaching which, he caught the bird in one hand, 
held it above the water, and, with the other^ 
swam down towards a slope in the bank a few 
yards below the spot where the party stood. 
Having gained the bank, he approached them, 
but was met half way by Jane, whose eyes, 
now sparkling through her tears, spoke her 
gratitude in language much more eloquent than 
any her tongue could utter. 

The youth first examined the bird, with a 
view to ascertain where it had been wounded, 
and immediately placed it with much gentle- 
ness in the eager hands of its mistress. 

" It will not die, I should think, in conse- 
quence of the wound," he observed, " which, 
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though pretty severe, has left the wing un- 
broken. The body, at all events, is safe. 
With care it may recover." 

William then handed him his hat, and Mr. 
Sinclair having thanked him for an act of 
such humanity, insisted that he should go 
home with them, in order to procure a change 
of apparel. At first he declined this offer, 
but, after a little persuasion, he yielded with 
something of shyness and hesitation : accord- 
ingly, without loss of time, they all reached 
the house together. 

Having been prevailed on to take a glass 
of cordial, he immediately withdrew to Wil- 
liam's apartment, for the purpose of changing 
his dress. WilUam, however, now observed 
that he got pale, and that in a few minutes 
afterwards his teeth began to chatter, whilst 
he shivered excessively. 

" You had better lose no time in putting 
these dry clothes on," said he; "I am rather^ 
inclined to think bathing does not agree with 
you, that is, if I am to judge by your present 
paleness and trembling." 
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" No," said the youth, " you are right ; 
it is a pleasure which, for the last two years 
I have been forbidden. I feel very chilly, 
indeed, and you will excuse me for declining 
the use of your clothes. I must return home 
forthwith." 

Young Sinclair, however, would not hear 
of this. After considerable pains he prevailed 
on him to change his dress, but no argument 
could induce him to stop a moment longer 
than until this was effected. 

The family, on his entering the drawing 
room to take his leave, were surprised at a 
determination so sudden and unexpected ; but 
when Mr. Sinclair noticed his extreme pale- 
ness, he suspected that he had got ill, and 
that it might not be delicate to press him. 

" Before you leave us," said the good 
clergyman, " will you not permit us to know 
the name of the young gentleman to whom my 
daughter is indebted for the rescue of her 
dove ?" 

" We are as yet but strangers in the neigh- 
bourhood," replied the youth : "my father's 
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name is Osborne. We have not been more 
than three days in Mr. WilHams's residence, 
which, together with the whole of the pro- 
perty annexed to it, my father has purchased." 

" I am aware, I am aware : then you will 
be a permanent neighbour of ours," said Mr. 
Sinclair ; " and believe - me, my dear boy, 
we shall always be happy to see you at Spring- 
vale ; nor shall we soon forget the generous 
act which first brought us acquainted." 

Whilst this short dialogue lasted, two or 
three shy sidelong glances passed between him 
and Jane. So extremely modest was the 
young man that, from an apprehension lest 
these glances might have been noticed, his 
pale face became lit up with a faint blush, in 
which state of confusion he took his leave. 
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CHAPTER ir. 



Conversation was not resumed among thd 
Sinclairs for some minutes after his departure, 
each, in fact, having been engaged in reflecting 
upon the surpassing beauty of his face, and 
the uncommon symmetry of his slender but 
elegant person. Their impression, indeed, was 
rather that of wonder than of mere admira- 
tion. His face shone with that rosy light of 
life's prime, which only glows on the human 
countenance during the brief period that inter- 
venes between the years of the thoughtless 
boy and those of the confirmed man : and 
whilst his white brow beamed with intellect, iti 
was easy to perceive that the fire of deep 
feeling and high-wrought enthusiasm broke 
out in timid flashes from his dark eye. His 
modesty, too, by tempering the full lustre 
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of his beauty, gave to it a character of 
that, graceful dijQ&dence, which above all 
others makes the deepest impression upon a 
female heart. 

" Well, I do think," said William Sin- 
clair, " that young Osborne is decidedly the 
finest boy I ever saw — and yet we have not 
seen him to advantage." 

*' I hope his health may not be injured by 
what has occurred," observed Agnes, the 
second daughter ; " he appeared ill." 

" That, Agnes, is more to the point," said 
Mr. Sinclair ; "I fear the boy is by no 
means well ; and I am apprehensive, from 
the deep carnation of his cheek, and his sub- 
sequent paleness, that he carries within him 
the seeds of early dissolution. He is too 
delicate, almost too etherial for earth." 

" If he becomes an angel," said William, 
smiling, " with a very slight change, he will 
put some of them out of countenance." 

"William," said the father, "never, while 
you live, attempt to be witty at the expense of 
what is sacred or solemn." ^ 
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"1 beg your pardon, father — I was wrong- 
but I spoke heedlessly." 

" I know you did, Billy ; but in future avoid 
it. Well, Jane, how is your bird ?" 

" I think it is better, papa ; but one can form 
no opinion so soon." 

" Go, show it to your mamma — she is the best 
doctor among us — follow her advice, and no 
doubt she will add its cure to the other triumphs 
of her skill." 

" Jane is fretting too much about it," observed 
Agnes ; " why, Jane, you are just now as pale as 
young Osborne himself." 

This observation turned the eyes of the family 
upon her ; but scarcely had her sister uttered 
the words when the young creature's countenance 
became the colour of crimson, so deeply, and 
with such evident confusion did she blush. In- 
deed she felt conscious of this, for she rose, 
with the wounded dove lying gently between her 
hands and bosom, and passed, without speaking, 
out of the room. 

" Don't you think, papa," observed Miss 
Sinclair, " that there is a striking resemblance 
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between young Osborne and Jane?- I could not 
help remarking it." 

" There decidedly is, Maria, now that you 
mention it," said William. 

The father paused a little, as if to consider 
the matter, and then added with a smile — 

" It is very singular, Mary ; but indeed I 
think there is — both in the style of their features 
and their figure." 

" Osborne is too handsome for a man," ob- 
served Agnes ; " yet, after all, one can hardly 
say so, his face, though fine, is not feminine." 

" Beauty, my children ! — alas, what is it ? 
Often — too often, a fearful, a fatal gift. It is 
born with us, and not of our own merit ; yet 
we are vain enough to be proud of it. It is, at 
best, a flower that soon fades — a light that soon 
passes away. Oh ! what is it when contrasted 
with those high principles whose beauty is im- 
mortal, which brighten by age, and know neither 
change nor decay. There is Jane — my poor 
child — she is indeed very beautiful and graceful, 
yet I often fear that her beauty, joined as it is 
to an overwrought sensibility, may, before her 
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life closes, occasion much sorrow either to herself 
or others." 

" She is all affection," said William. 

" She is all love, all tenderness, all goodness ; 
and may the grace of her Almighty Father keep 
her from the wail and woe which too often accom- 
pany the path of beauty in this life of vicissitude 
and trial." 

A tear of affection for his beautiful child stood 
in the old man's eyes as he raised them to heaven, 
and the loving hearts of his family burned with 
tenderness towards this their youngest and best 
beloved sister. 

The sun had now gone down, and, after a short 
pause, the old man desired William to summon 
the other members of the household to prayers. 
The evening worship being concluded, the young- 
sters walked in the lawn before the door until 
darkness began to set in, after which they retired 
to their respective apartments for the night. 

Sweet and light be your slumbers, O ye that 
are peaceful and good — sweet be your slumbers 
on this night so calm and beautiful; for, alas! 
there is one among you into whose innocent 
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bosom has stolen that destroying spirit which 
will yet pale her fair cheek, and wring many a 
bitter tear from the eyes that love to look upon 
her. « Her early sorrows have commenced this 
night, and for what mysterious purpose who 
can divine ? — but, alas, alas, her fate is sealed 
— the fawn of Spring-vale is stricken, and even 
now carries in her young heart a wound that 
will never close. 

Osborne's father, who had succeeded to an 
estate of one thousand per annum, was the eldest 
son of a gentleman whose habits were badly 
calculated to improve the remnant of property 
which ancestral extravagance had left him. 

Ere many years the fragment vshich came into 
his possession dwindled into a fraction of its 
former value, and he found himself with a wife 
and four children — two sons and two daughters- 
struggling on a pittance of two hundred a-year. 
This, to a man possessing the feelings and 
education of a gentleman, amounted to something 
like retributive justice upon his prodigality. His 
conflict with poverty, however, (for to him it 
might be termed such,) was fortunately not of 
VOL. I. c 
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long duration. A younger brother who, finding 
that he must fight his own battle in life, had 
embraced the profession of medicine, very season- 
ably died, and Osborne's father succeeded to a 
sum of twelve thousand pounds in the funds, and 
an income in landed property of seven hundred 
per annum. He now felt himself more indepen^ 
dent than ^ he had ever been, and with this 
advantage, that his bitter experience of a 
heartless world had completely cured him of all 
tendency to extravagance. And now he would 
have enjoyed as much happiness as is the usual 
lot of man, were it not that the shadow of death 
fell upon his house, and cast its cold blight upon 
his children. Ere three years had elapsed he 
saw his eldest daughter fade out of life, and in 
less than two more his eldest son was laid beside 
her in the same grave. Decline, the poetry of 
death, in its deadly beauty came upon them, 
and whilst it sang its song of life and hope to 
their hearts, treacherously withdrew them to 
darkness and the worm. 

Osborne's feelings were those of thoughtless- 
ness and extravagance ; but he had never been 
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either a libertine or a profligate, although the 
world forbore not when it found him humbled in 
his poverty, to bring such charges against him. 
In truth, he was full of kindness, and no parent 
ever loved his children with deeper or more 
devoted affection. The death of his noble son 
and beautiful girl brought down his spirit to the 
most mournful depths of ajSliction. Still he had 
two left, and, as it happened, the most beautiful, 
who more than equally possessed his affections. To 
them was gradually transferred that melancholy 
love which the heart of the sorrowing father had 
carried into the grave of the departed ; and alas, 
it appeared as if it had come back to those who 
lived loaded with the malady of the dead. The 
health of the surviving boy became delicate, and 
and by the advice of his physician, who pro- 
nounced the air in which they lived unfavourable, 
Osborne, on hearing that Mr. Williams, a 
distant relation, was about to dispose of his 
house and grounds, immediately became the 
purchaser. The situation, which had a southern 
aspect, was dry and healthy, the air pure and 
genial, and, according to the best medical 
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opinions, highly beneficial to persons of a con- 
sumptive habit. 

For two years before this — that is, since his 
brother's death — the health of young Osborne 
had been watched with all the tender vigilance 
of affection. A regimen in diet, study, and 
exercise, had been prescribed for him by his 
physician, the regulations of which he was by no 
means to transgress. In fact, his parents lived 
under a sleepless dread of losing him, which kept 
their hearts expanded with that inexpressible and 
burning love, which none but a parent so circum- 
stanced can ever feel. 

But, independently of his extraordinary 
personal adyantages, all his dispositions were so 
gentle and affectionate, that it was not in human 
nature to' entertain a harsh feeling towards him. 
Although modest and shrinking, he possessed a 
mind full of intellect and enthusiasm : his imagi- 
nation, too, overflowed with creative power, 
and sought the dreamy solitudes of noon, that it 
might, far from the bustle of life, shadow forth 
those images of beauty which come thickly only 
upon those whose hearts are most susceptible of 
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its forms. Many a time has he sat alone upon 
the brow of a rock or hill, watching the clouds 
of heaven, or gazing on the setting sun, or 
communing with the thousand aspects of nature 
in a thousand moods, his young spirit relaxed 
into that elysian reverie which, beyond all other 
kinds of intellectual enjoyment, is the most 
seductive to a youth of poetic temperament. 

There were, indeed, in Osborne's case, too 
many of those light and scarcely perceptible 
tokens which might be traced, if not to a habit 
of decline, at least to a more than ordinary 
delicacy of constitution. The boy was con- 
sequently enjoined to avoid all violent exercise, 
to keep out of currents, while heated to drink 
nothing cold, and above all things never to 
indulge in the amusement of cold bathing. 

Such were the circumstances under which 
Osborne first appeared to the reader, who may 
now understand the extent of his alarm on feeling 
himself so suddenly and seriously affected by his 
generosity in rescuing the wounded dove. His 
mere illness on this occasion was a matter of 
much less anxiety to himself than the alarm 
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which he knew it would occasion his parents and 
his sister. On his reaching home he mentioned 
the incident which occurred, admitted that he 
had been rather warm on going into the water, 
and immediately went to bed. Medical aid was 
forthwith procured, and although the physician 
assured them that there appeared nothing serious 
in his immediate state, yet was his father's house 
a house of wail and sorrow. 

The next day the Sin cl airs, having heard in 
reply to their inquiries through the servant who 
had been sent home with his apparel, that he 
was ill, the worthy clergyman lost no time in 
paying his parents a visit on the occasion. In 
this he expressed his regret, and that also of his 
whole family, that any circumstance relating to 
them should be the means, even accidentally, of 
affecting the young gentleman's health. It was 
not, however, until he dwelt upon the occur- 
rence in terms of approbation, and placed the 
boy's conduct in a generous light, that he was 
enabled to appreciate the depth and tenderness 
of their aifection for him. The mother's tears 
flowed in silence on hearing this fresh proof of 
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his amiable spirit, and the father, with a 
foreboding heart, related to Mr. Sinclair the 
substance of that which we have detailed to the 
reader, connected with the health of himself and 
his family. , 

Such was the incident which brought these two 
families acquainted, and ultimately ripened their 
intimacy into friendship. 

Much sympathy was felt for young Osborne 
by the other members of Mr. Sinclair's house- 
hold, especially as his modest and unobtrusive 
deportment, joined to his extraordinary beauty, 
had made so singularly favourable an impression 
upon them. Nor was the history of that 
insidious malady, which had already been so 
fatal to his sister and brother, calculated to 
lessen the interest which his first appearance 
had excited. There was one young heart among 
them which sank, as if the weight of death 
had come over it, on hearing this melancholy 
account of him whose image was now for ever 
the star of her fate, whether for happiness or 
sorrow. From the moment their eyes had met 
in those few shrinking but flashing glances by 
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which the sph'it of love conveys its own secret, 
she felt the first painful transports of the hew 
affection, and retired to solitude with the 
arrow that struck her so deeply yet quivering 
in her bosom. 

The case of our fair girl differed widely from 
that of many young persons, in whose heart 
the passion of love lurks unknown for a time, 
throwing its soft shadows of delight and melan- 
choly over their peace, whilst they themselves 
feel unable in the beginning to develope those 
strange sensations which take away from their 
pillows the unbroken slumber of early life. 

Jane, from the moment her eyes rested on 
Osborne, felt and was conscious of feeling the 
influence of a youth so transcendently fascinat- 
ing. Her love broke not forth gradually like 
the trembling light that brightens into the 
purple flush of morning, neither was it fated 
to sink calm and untroubled like the crimson 
tints that die only when the veil of night 
wraps them in its shadow. Alas, no I it sprung 
from her heart in all the noontide strength of 
maturity — a full-grown passion, incapable of self 
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restraint, and conscious only of the wild and 
novel delight arising from its own indulgence. 
She could not despair, she could scarcely 
doubt; for on thinking of the blushing glances 
so rapidly stolen at herself, and of the dark 
brilliant eye from whence they came, she knew 
that the soul of him she loved spoke to her in 
a language that was mutually understood. 

To others, at the present stage of her affec- 
tion, she appeared more silent than usual, and 
evidently fond of solitude, a trait which they 
had not observed in her before. But these 
were slight symptoms of what she felt; for alas, 
the day was soon to come that was to over- 
shadow their hearts for ever — when never, never 
more were they and she, in the light of their 
own innocence, to sing like the morning stars 
together, or to lay their untroubled heads in 
the slumbers of the happy. 



c 2 
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CHAPTEE III. 



More than a month had now elapsed since 
the first appearance of Osborne as one of the 
dramatis persona of our narrative. A shght 
fever, attended with less effect upon the lungs 
than his parents anticipated, had passed off, 
and he was once more able to go abroad and 
take exercise in the open air. The two families 
were now in the habit of visiting each other 
almost daily ; and what tended more and more 
to draw closer the bonds of good feeling 
between them, was the fact of the Osbornes 
being members of the same creed, and attend- 
ants at Mr. Sinclair's place of worship. Jane, 
while Charles Osborne was yet ill, had felt a 
childish diminution of affection for her conva- 
lescent dove, whilst at the same time something 
whispered to her that it possessed a stronger 
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interest in her heart than it had ever done 
before. This may seem a paradox to such of 
our readers as have never been in love ; but 
it is not at all irreeoncileable to the analagous 
and often conflicting states of feeling produced 
by that strange and mysterious passion. The 
innocent girl was wont, as frequently as she 
could without exciting notice, to steal away to 
the garden, or the fields, or the river side, 
accompanied by her mute companion, to which 
with pouting caresses she would address a series 
of rebukes for having been the means of occa- 
sioning the illness of him she loved. 

" Alas, Ariel, little do you know, sweet 
bird, what anxiety you have caused your mis- 
tress — if he dies I shall never love you more ? 
Yes, coo, and flatter — but I do not care for 
you ; no, that kiss won't satisfy me until he is 
recovered — then I shall be friends with you, 
and you shall be my own Ariel again." 

She would then pat it petulantly ; and the 
beautiful creature would sink its head, and 
slightly expand its wings, as if conscious that 
there was a change of mood in her affection. 
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But again the innocent remorse of her girlish 
heart would flow forth in terms of tenderness 
and endearment ; again would she pat and 
cherish it ; and with the artless caprice of child- 
hood exclaim — 

*' No, my own Ariel, the fault was not 
yours; come, I shall love you — and I will not 
be angry again ; even if you were not good I 
would love you for Ms sake. You are now 
dearer to me a thousand times than you ever 
were ; but alas ! Ariel, I am sick, I am sick, 
and no longer happy. Where is my lightness 
of heart, and where, oh where is the joy I 
used to feel ?" 

Even this admission, which in the midst of 
solitude could reach no other human ear, would 
startle the bashful creature into alarm ; and 
whilst her cheek became alternately pale and 
crimson at such an avowal thus uttered aloud, 
she would wipe away the tears that arose to 
her eyes whenever the depths of her affection 
were stirred by those pensive broodings which 
gave its sweetest charm to youthful love. 

In thus seeking solitude, it is not to be 
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imagined that our young heroine was drawn 
thither by a love of contemplating nature in 
those fresher aspects which present themselves 
in the stillness of her remote recesses. She 
sought not for their own sakes the shades of 
the grove, the murmuring cascade, nor the 
voice of the hidden rivulet that occasionally 
stole out from its leafy cover, and ran in music 
towards the ampler stream of the valley. No, 
no ; over her heart and eye the spirit of their 
beauty passed idly and unfelt. All of external 
life that she had been wont to love and admire 
gave her pleasure no more. The natural 
arbours of woodbine, the fairy dells, and the 
wild flowers that peeped in unknown sweetness 
about the hedges, the fairy-fingers, the blue- 
bells, the cowslips, with many others of her 
fragrant and graceful favourites, all, all charmed 
her, alas, no more. Nor at home, where every 
voice was tenderness, and every word affection, 
did there exist in her stricken heart that buoy- 
ant sense of enjoyment which had made her 
youth like the music of a brook, where every 
thing that broke the smoothness of its current 
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only turned it into melody. The morning and 
evening prayer — the hymn of her sisters' voices 
— their simple spirit of tranquil devotion — and 
the touching solemnity of her father, worship- 
ing God upon the altar of his own heart — all, 
all this, alas — alas, charmed her no more. 
Oh, no — no; many motives conspired to send 
her into solitude, that she might in the sanctity 
of unreproving nature cherish her affection for 
the youth whose image was ever, ever before 
her. At home such was the timid delicacy of 
her love, that she felt as if its indulgence even 
in the stillest depths of her own heart, was dis- 
turbed by the conversation of her kindred, and 
the familiar habits of domestic life. Her 
father's, her brother's, and her sister's voices, 
produced in her a feeling of latent shame, 
which, when she supposed for a moment that 
they could guess her attachment, filled her with 
anxiety and confusion. She experienced besides 
a sense of uneasiness on reflecting that she 
practised, for the first time in their presence, 
a dissimulation so much at variance with the 
opinion she knew they entertained of her 
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habitual candour. It was, in fact, the first 
secret she had ever concealed from them; and 
now the suppression of it in her own bosom, 
made her feel as if she had withdrawn that 
confidence which was due to the love they bore 
her. This was what kept her so much in her 
own room, or sent her abroad to avoid all that 
had a tendency to repress the indulgence of an 
attachment that had left in her heart a capacity 
for no other enjoyment. But in solitude she 
was far from every thing that could disturb 
those dreams in which the tranquillity of nature 
never failed to entrance her. There it was 
where the mysterious spirit that raises the 
soul above the impulses of animal life, mingled 
with her being, and poured upon her aff"ection 
the elemental purity of that original love which 
in the beginning preceded human guilt. 

It is indeed, far from the contamination of 
society — in the stillness of solitude when the 
sentiment of love comes abroad before its 
passion, that the heart can be said to idealize 
the object of its devotion, and to forget that 
its indulgence can ever be associated with error. 
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This is, truly, the angelic love of youth and 
innocence; and such was the nature of that 
which the beautiful girl felt. 

The evening on which Jane and Charles 
Osborne met for the first time, unaccompanied 
by their friends, was one of those to which 
the power of neither pen nor pencil can do 
justice. The sun was slowly sinking among 
a pile of those soft crimson clouds, behind 
which fancy is so apt to picture to itself the 
regions of calm delight that are inhabited by 
the happy spirits of the blest ; the sycamore 
and hawthorn were yet musical with the hum 
of bees, busy in securing their evening burthen 
for the hive. Myriads of winged insects were 
sporting in the sunbeams ; the melancholy 
plaint of the ring-dove came out sweetly from 
the trees, mingled with the songs of other 
birds, and the still sweeter voice of some happy 
groups of children at play in the distance. 
The light of the hour, in its , subdued but 
golden tone, fell with singular clearness upon 
all nature, giving to it that tranquil beauty 
which makes every thing the eye rests upon 
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glide with quiet rapture into the heart. The 
moth butterflies were fluttering over the meadows, 
and from the low stretches of softer green rose 
the thickly-growing grass-stalks, having their 
slender ears bent with the mellow burthen of 
wild honey — that ambrosial feast for the lips 
of innocence and childhood. It was, indeed, 
an evening when love would bring forth its 
sweetest memories, and dream itself into those 
ecstacies of tenderness that flow from the 
mingled sensations of sadness and delight. 

It would be difficult, perhaps impossible to 
see on this earth a young creature, whose youth 
and beauty, and slender grace of person gave 
her more the appearance of some visionary 
spirit, too exquisitely ideal for human life. Yet 
was there still apparent in her, something that 
preserved, with singular power, the delightful 
reality that she was of humanity, and subject 
to all those softer influences that breathe their 
music so sweetly over the chords of the human 
heart. The delicate bloom of her cheek, 
shaded away as it was, until it melted into the 
light that sparkled from her complexion— the 
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snowy forehead, the flashing eye, in which sat 
the very soul of love — the lips, blushing of 
sweets — her whole person breathing the warmth 
of youth and feeling, and so characteristic in 
the easiness of its motions of that gracile 
flexibility that has never been known to exist 
separated from the power of receiving varied 
and profound emotions — all this told the spec- 
tator, too truly, that the lovely being before him 
was not of another sphere, but one of the most 
delightful that ever appeared in this. 

But hush ! — here is a strain of music ! Oh ! 
who is it breathes forth that gush of touching 
melody which flows in such linked sweetness 
from the flute of an unseen performer ? How 
soft, how gentle, but oh, how very mournful 
are the notes! Surely, they would seem to 
come from one whose heart has been brought 
low by the ruined hopes of an unrequited 
passion. But, fair girl, why this sympathy 
in one so young? Why is thy bright eye 
dewy with tears for the imaginary sorrows of 
another ?— And again—but ha !— why that flash 
of delight and terror ?— that sudden suffusion 
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of red over thy face and neck — and, even now, 
that paleness like death ! Thy heart, thy 
heart !— why does it throb, and why do thy 
knees totter ? Alas ! it is even so ; he, the 
Endymion of thy dreams, as beautiful as even 
thou thyself in thy purple dawn of woman- 
hood, — he from whom thou now shriukest, yet 
whom thou dreadest not to meet, is approach- 
ing, and bears in his very beauty the charm 
that will darken thy destiny. 

The appearance of Osborne, unaccompanied, 
taught this young creature to know the full 
extent of his influence over her. Dehght, 
terror, and utter confusion of thought and 
feeling, seized upon her the moment he became 
visible. She wished herself at home, but had 
not power to go ; she blushed, she trembled, 
and, in the tumult of the moment, lost all 
presence of mind and self-possession. He had 
come from behind a hedge, on the path-way 
along which she walked, and was consequently 
approaching her, so that it was evident they 
must meet. On seeing her he ceased to play, 
paused a moment, and, were it not that it 
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might appear cold, and rather remarkable, he, 
too, would have retraced his steps homewards. 
In truth, both felt equally confused and equally 
agitated ; for, although such an interview had 
been, some time previously, the dearest wish 
of their hearts, yet would they both almost 
have felt relieved, had they had an opportunity 
of then escaping it. Their first words were 
uttered in a low, hesitating voice, amid pauses 
occasioned by the necessity of collecting their 
scattered thoughts, and with countenances 
deeply blushing from a consciousness of what 
they felt. Osborne turned back, mechanicallj^, 
and accompanied her in her walk. After this 
there was a silence for some time, for neither 

had courage to renew the conversation At 

length Osborne, in a faultering voice, addressed 
her. 

" Your dove," said he, " is quite recovered, 
I hope ?" 

" Oh, yes," she replied, " it is perfectly 
well again." 

"It is an exceedingly beautiful bird, and 
remarkably docile." 
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" I have had little difficulty in training it," 
she returned, and then added, very timidly, " it 
is also very affectionate." 

The youth's eyes sparkled, as if he were 
about to indulge in some observation suggested 
by her reply, but, fearing to give it expression, 
he paused again : in a few minutes, however, 
he added — 

" I think there is nothing that gives one so 
perfect an idea of purity and innocence as a 
snow-white dove, unless I except a young and 
beautiful girl, such as " 



He glanced at her as he spoke, and their eyes 
met, but in less than a moment they were with- 
drawn, and cast upon the earth. 

" And of meekness and holiness too," she 
observed, after a little. 

" True; but perhaps I ought to make another 
exception," he added, alluding to the term by 
which she herself was then generally known. As 
he spoke, his voice expressed considerable 
hesitation. 

"Another exception," she answered inquiringly; 
" it would be difficult, I think, to find any 
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other emblem of innocence so appropriate as a 
dove." 

" Is not a Fawn still more so?" he replied ; " it 
is so gentle and meek, and its motions are so full 
of grace, and timidity, and beauty. Indeed I do 
not wonder, when an individual of your sex resem- 
bles it in the qualities I have mentioned, that the 
name is sometimes applied to her." 

The tell-tale cheek of the girl blushed a recog- 
nition of the compliment implied in the words, 
and, after a short silence, she said, in a tone that 
was any thing but indifferent, and with a view of 
changing the conversation — 

" I hope you are quite recovered from your 
illness ?" 

" With the exception of a very slight cough, I 
am," he replied. 

" I think," she observed, " that you look some- 
what paler than you did." 

" That paleness does not proceed from indispo- 
sition, but from a far different" — he paused again, 
and looked evidently abashed. In the course of a 
minute, however, he added, " yes, I know I am 
pale, not because I am unwell, for my health 
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is nearly if not altogether, restored, but because I 
am unhappy." 

" Strange," said Jane, " to see one unhappy 
at your years." 

" I think I know my own character and dis- 
position well," he replied; "my temperament is 
naturally a melancholy one ; the frame of my 
mind is like that of my body, very delicate, and 
capable of being affected by a thousand slight 
influences which pass over hearts of a stronger 
mould, without ever being felt. Life to me, I 
know, will be productive of much pain, and much 
enjoyment, while its tenure lasts, but that, indeed, 
v/ill not be long. My sands are measured, for I 
feel a presentiment, a mournful and prophetic 
impression, that I am doomed to go down into an 
early grave." 

The tone of passionate enthusiasm which 
pervaded these words, uttered as they were 
in a voice wherein pathos and melody were 
equally blended, appeared to be almost too 
much for a creature whose sympathy in all his 
moods and feelings was then so deep and con- 
genial. She felt some difficulty in repressing 
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her tears, and said, in a voice which no effort 
could keep firm — 

" You ought not to indulge in those gloomy 
forebodings ; you should struggle against them, 
otherwise they will distress your mind, and 
injure your health." 

" Oh, you do not know," he proceeded, his 
eyes sparkling with that light which is so often 
the beacon of death — " you do not know the 
fatal fascination by which a mind, set to the 
sorrows of a melancholy temperament, is 
charmed out of its strength. But no matter 
how dark may be my dreams — there is one 
light for ever upon them — one image ever, ever 
before me — one figure of grace and beauty — 
oh, how could I deny myself the contemplation 
of a vision that pours into my soul a portion 
of itself, and effaces every other object but an 
entrancing sense of its own presence. I cannot, 
I cannot — it bears me away into a happiness, 
that is full of sadness — where I indulge alone, 
without knowing why, in " my feast of tears" — 
happy ! happy ! so I think, and so I feel ; yet 
why is my heart sunk, and why are all my 
visions filled with death and the grave ?" 
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" Oh, do not talk so frequently of death," 
replied the beautiful girl, " surely you need 
not fear it for a long while. This morbid tone 
of mind will pass away when you grow into 
better health and strength." 

" Is not this hour calm ?" said he, flashing 
his dark eyes full upon her; "see how beau- 
tiful the sun sinks in the west : — alas ! so I 
should wish to die — as calm, and the moral 
lustre of my life as radiant." 

" And so you shall," said Jane, in a voice 
full of that delightful spirit of consolation 
which, proceeding from such lips, breathes the 
most affecting power of sympathy, " so you 
shall, but like him, not until after the close of 
a long and well-spent life." 

" That — that," said he, " was only a pass- 
ing thought. Yes, the hour is calm, but even 
in such stillness, do you not observe that the 
aspen there to our left, this moment quivers 
to the breezes which we cannot feel, and by 
which not a leaf of any other tree about us is 
stirred — such I know myself to be, an aspen 
among men, stirred into joy or sorrow, whilst 
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the hearts of 6thers are at rest. Oh, how can 
my foretaste of hfe be either bright or cheer- 
ful, for when I am capable of being moved by 
the very breathings of passion, what must I 
not feel in the blast, and in the storm — even 
now, even now !" — The boy, here overcome 
by the force of his own melancholy enthusiasm, 
paused abruptly, and Jane, after several 
attempts to speak, at last said, in a voice 
scarcely audible — 

" Is not hope always better than despair ?" 
Osborne instantly fixed his eyes upon her, 
and saw, that although hers were bent upon 
the earth, her face had become overspread 
with a deep blush. While he looked she raised 
them, but after a single glance, at once quick 
and timid, she withdrew them again, a still 
deeper blush mantling upon her cheek. He 
now felt a sudden thrill of rapture fall upon 
his heart, and rush almost like a suffocating 
sensation to his throat ; his being became for 
a moment raised to an ecstacy too intense for 
the power of description to portray, and, were 
it not for the fear which ever accompanies the 
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disclosare of first and youthful love, the tears 
of exulting delight would have streamed down 
his cheeks. 

Both had reached a little fairy dell of vivid 
green concealed by trees on every side, and 
in the middle of which rose a large Yew, 
around whose trunk had been built a seat of 
natural turf, whereon those who strolled about 
the grounds might rest, when heated or fatigued 
by exercise or the sun. Here the girl sat 
down. 

A change had now come over both. The 
gloom of the boy's temperament was gone, 
and his spirit caught its mood from that of his 
companion. Each at the moment breathed 
the low, anxious, and tender timidity of love, 
in its purest character. The souls of both 
vibrated to each other, and felt depressed with 
that sweetest emotion which derives all its 
power from the consciousness that its partici- 
pation is mutual. Osborne spoke low, and his 
voice trembled ; the girl was silent, but her 
bosom panted, and her frame shook from head 
to foot. At length Osborne spoke. 
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" I sometimes sit here alone, and amuse 
myself with my flute : but of late — of late — I 
can bear no music that is not melancholy." 

" I, too, prefer mournful — mournful music," 
replied Jane. " That was a touching air you 
played just now." 

Osborne put the flute to his lips, and 
commenced playing over again the air she had 
praised ; but, on glancing at the fair girl, he 
perceived her eyes fixed upon him with a look 
of such deep and devoted passion as utterly 
overcame him. Her eyes, as before, were 
immediately withdrawn, but there dwelt again 
upon her burning cheek such a consciousness 
of her love as could not, for a moment, be 
mistaken. In fact she betrayed all the con- 
fused symptoms of one who felt that the state 
of her heart had been discovered. Osl)orne, 
ceased playing ; for such was his agitation that 
he scarcely knew what he thought or did. 

" I cannot go on," said he, in a voice which 
equally betrayed the state of his heart; "I 
cannot play :" and at the same time he seated 
himself beside her. 
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Jane rose as he spoke, and in a broken 
voice, full of an expression like distress, said 
hastily : — 

"It is time I should go;- — I am, — I am 
too long out." 

Osborne caught her hand, and in words that 
burned with the deep and melting contagion of 
his passion, said simply : — 

" Do not go : — oh do not yet go !" 

She looked full upon him, and perceived 
that as he spoke his face became deadly pale, 
as if her words were to seal his happiness or 
misery. 

" Oh do not leave me now," he pleaded ; 
"do not go, and my life may yet be happy." 

" I must," she rephed, with great difficulty ; 
" I cannot stay : I do not wish you to be 
unhappy ;" and whilst saying this, the tears 
that ran in silence down her cheeks proved 
too clearly how dear his happiness must ever 
be to her. 

Osborne's arm glided round her waist, and 
she resumed her seat, — or rather tottered into 
it. 
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" You are in tears," he exclaimed. " Oh 
could it be true ! Is it not, my beloved girl ? 
It is — it is — love ! Oh surely, surely it must 
— it must !" 

She sobbed aloud once *or twice : and, as 
he kissed her unresisting hps, he tenderly and 
passionately asked, "oh, my best beloved and 
dearest, say is it — is it love ?" She murmured 
out, " It is ; it is : I love you." 

Oh life ! how dark and unfathomable are thy 
mysteries ! And why is it that thou permittest 
the course of true love, like this, so seldom 
to run smooth, when so many who, uniting 
through the impulses of sordid passion, sink 
into a state of obtuse indifference, over which 
the lights and shadows that touch thee into thy 
finest perceptions of enjoyment pass in vain. 

It is a singular fact, but no less true than 
singular, that since the world began there 
never was known any instance of an anxiety, 
on the part of youthful lovers, to prolong ' to 
an immoderate extent, the scene in which the 
first mutual avowal of their passion takes place. 
The excitement is too profound, and the waste 
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of those delicate spirits, which are expended 
in such interviews, is much too great to permit 
the soul to bear such an excess of happiness 
long. Independently of this, there is associated 
with it an ultimate enjoyment, for which the 
lovers immediately fly to solitude ; there, in 
the certainty of waking bliss, to think over 
and over again of all that has occurred between 
them, and to luxuriate in the conviction, that 
at length the heart has not another wish, but 
sinks into the solitary charm which expands it 
with such a sense of rapturous and exulting 
delight. 

The interview between our lovers was, con- 
sequently, not long. The secret of their hearts 
being now known, each felt anxious to retire, 
and to look with a miser's ecstacy upon the 
delicious hoard which the scene we have just 
described had created. Jane did not reach home 
until the evening devotions of the family were 
over, and this was the first time she had ever, 
to their knowledge, been absent from them 
before. Borne away by the force of what had 
just occurred, she was proceeding up to her 
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own room, after reaching home, when Mr. 
Sinclair, who had remarked her absence, desired 
that she should be called into the drawing-room. 

"It is the first neglect," he observed, "of 
a necessary duty, and it would be wrong in 
me to let it pass without at least pointing it 
out to the dear child as an error, and know- 
ing from her own lips why it has happened." 

Terror and alarm, like what might be supposed 
to arise from the detection of secret guilt, 
seized upon the young creature so violently, 
that she had hardly strength to enter the drawing- 
room without support : her face became the 
image of death, and her whole frame tottered 
and trembled visibly. 

" Jane, my dear, why were you absent from 
prayers this evening ?" inquired her father, 
with his usual mildness of manner. 

This question, to one who had never yet 
been, in the slightest instance, guilty of false- 
hood, was indeed a terrible one ; and especially 
to a girl so extremely timid as was this his 
best beloved daughter. 

" Papa," she at last replied, " I was out 
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walking ;" but as she spoke, there was that 
in her voice and manner which betrayed the 
guilt of an insincere reply. 

" I know, my dear, you were; but although 
you have frequently been out walking, yet I 
do not remember that you ever stayed away 
from our evening worship before. Why is this ?" 

Her father's question was repeated in vain. 
She hung her head and returned no answer. 
She tried to speak, but from her parched lips 
not a word could proceed. She felt as if all 
the family that moment were conscious of the 
occurrence between her and her lover ; and 
if the wish could have relieved her, she would 
almost have wished to die, so much did she 
shrink abashed in their presence. 

" Tell me, my daughter," proceeded her 
father, more seriously, " has your absence 
been occasioned by any thing that you are 
ashamed or afraid to mention ? From me, Jane, 
you ought to have no secrets : — you are yet 
too young to think away from your father's 
heart and from your mother's also; — speak can- 
didly, my child, — speak candidly, — I expect it." 

D 2 
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As he uttered the last words, the head of 
their beautiful flower sank upon her bosom, 
and in a moment she lay insensible upon the 
sofa on which she had been sitting. 

This was a shock for which neither the 
father nor the family were prepared. William 
flew to her, — all of them crowded about her, 
and scarcely had he raised that face so pale, 
but now so mournfully beautiful in its insensi- 
bility, when her mother and sisters burst into 
tears and wailings, for they feared at the moment 
that their beloved one must have been previously 
seized with sudden illness, and was then either 
taken, or about to be taken from their eyes 
for ever. By the coolness of her father, however, 
they were directed how to restore her, in 
which, after a lapse of not less than ten minutes, 
they succeeded. 

When she recovered, her mother folded her 
in her arms, and her sisters embraced her with 
tenderness and tears. Her father then gently 
caught her hand in his, and said with much 
affection : — 

"Jane, my child, you are ill. Why not 
have told us so ?" 
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The beautiful girl knelt before him for a 
moment, but again rose up, and hiding her 
head in his bosom, exclaimed — weeping — 

" Papa, bless me, oh, bless me, and forgive 
me." 

" I do ; I do ;" said the old man ; and as 
he spoke, a few large tears trickled down his 
cheeks, and fell upon her golden locks. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



It is a singular fact, but one which we 
know to be true, that not only the affection 
of parents, but that of brothers and sisters, 
goes down with greater tenderness to the 
youngest of the family, all other circum- 
stances being equal. This is so universally 
felt and known, that it requires no further 
illustration from us. At home, Jane Sinclair 
was loved more devotedly in consequence of 
being the most innocent and beautiful of her 
father's children ; in addition to this, how- 
ever, she was cherished with that peculiar 
sensibility of attachment by which the human 
heart is always swayed towards its youngest 
and its last. 

On witnessing her father's tenderness, she 
concealed her face in his bosom, and wept for 
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some time in silence, and by a gentle pressure 
of her delicate arms, as they encircled his 
neck, intimated her sense of his affectionate 
indulgence towards her ; and perhaps could it 
have been understood, a tacit acknowledgment 
of her own unworthiness on that occasion to 
receive it. 

At length, she said, after an effort to sup- 
press her tears, " Papa, I will go to bed." 

" Do, my love ; and, Jane, forget not to 
address the Throne of God before you 
sleep." 

" I did not intend to neglect it, papa. 
Mamma, come with me." She then kissed 
her sisters and bade good night to William ; 
after which she withdrew, accompanied by her 
mother, whilst the eyes of those who remained 
were fixed upon her with love, and pride, and 
admiration. 

" Mamma," said she, when they reached the 
apartment, " allow me to sleep alone tonight." 

" Jane, your mind appears to be depressed, 
darling," replied her mother. " Has any 
thing disturbed you, or are you really ill?" 
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" I am quite well, mamma, and not at all 
depressed; but do allow me to sleep in the 
closet bed." 

" No, my dear, Agnes will sleep there, 
and you can sleep in your own as usual ; the 
poor girl will wonder why you leave her, 
Jane ; she will feel so lonely, too." 

" But, mamma, it would gratify me very 
much, at least for this night. I never 
wished to sleep away from Agnes before ; 
and I am certain she will excuse me when she 
knows I prefer it." 

" Well, my love, of course / can have no 
objection ; I only fear you are not so well 
as you imagine yourself. At all events, 
Jane, remember your father's advice to pray 
to God ; and remember this, besides, that 
from me at least, you ought to have no secrets. 
Good night, dear, and may the Lord take 
care of you." 

She then kissed her with an emotion of sor- 
row for which she could scarcely account, and 
passed down to the room wherein the other 
members of the family were assembled. 
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" I know not what is wrong with her," 
she observed, in reply to their inquiries ; 
" she declares she is perfectly well, and that 
her mind is not at all depressed." 

" In that I agree with her," said William ; 
" her eye occasionally sparkled with some- 
thing that resembled joy more than depres- 
sion." 

" She begged of me to let her sleep alone 
to-night," continued the mother ; "so that 
you, Agnes, must lie in the closet bed." 

" She must, certainly, be unwell then," 
replied Agnes, " or she would hardly leave 
me. Indeed, I know that her spirits have 
not been so good of late as usual. For- 
merly we used to chat ourselves asleep, but 
for some weeks past she has been quite 
changed, and seldom spoke at all after 
going to bed. Neither did she sleep so well 
latterly as she used to do." 

" She is, indeed, a delicate flower," observed 
her father, " and a very slight blast, poor thing, 
will make her droop— droop perhaps into an 
early grave !" 
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"Do not speak so gloomily, my dear Henry," 
said her mother. " What is there in her 
particular case to justify any such apprehension ?" 

" Her health has been always good, too," 
observed Maria ; " but the fact is, we love 
her so affectionately that many things disturb 
us about her which we would never feel if we 
loved her less." , 

" Mary," said her father, " you have in a 
few words expressed the true state of our 
feelings with respect to the dear child. We 
shall find her, I trust, in good health and 
spirits in the morning ; and please the Divine 
Will, all will again be well — but what's the 
matter with you^ Agnes ?" 

Mr. Sinclair had, a moment before, observed 
that an expression of thought, blended with, 
sorrow, overshadowed the face of his second 
daughter. The girl, on hearing her father's 
inquiry, looked mournfully upon him, whilst 
the tears ran silently down her cheeks. 

" I will go to her," said she, " and stay 
with her if she lets me. Oh, papa, why talk 
of an early grave for her i How could we 
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lose her ? / could not — and I cannot bear 
even to think of it." 

She instantly rose and proceeded to Jane's 
room, but in a few minutes returned, saying, 
" I found her at prayers, papa." 

" God bless her, God bless her ! I knew 
she would not voluntarily neglect so sacred 
a duty. As she wishes to be alone, it is better 
not to disturb her ; solitude and quiet will no 
doubt contribute to her composure, and it is 
probably for this purpose that she wishes to be 
left to herself." 

After this the family soon retired to bed, 
with the exception of Mr. Sinclair himself, 
who, contrary to his practice, remained for 
a considerable time longer up than usual. It 
appeared, indeed, as if the shadow of some 
coming calamity had fallen upon their hearts, 
or that the affection they entertained for her 
was so mysteriously deep as to produce that 
prophetic sympathy which is often known to 
operate in a presentiment of sorrow that never 
fails to be followed by disaster. It is diffi- 
cult to account for this singular succession of 
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cause to effect, as they act upon our emotions, 
except probably by supposing that it is an 
unconscious development of those latent facul- 
ties which are decreed to expand into full growth 
in a future state of existence. Be this as it 
may, these loving relatives experienced upon 
that night a mood of mind such as they had 
never before known, even when the hand of 
death had taken a brother and sister from 
among them. It was not grief but a wild kind 
of dread, slight it is true, but distinct in its 
character, and not dissimilar to that fear which 
falls upon the spirits during one of those 
glooms that precede some dark and awful con- 
vulsion of nature. Her father remained up, 
as we have said, longer than the rest, and 
in the silence which succeeded their retire- 
ment for the night, his voice could be occasion- 
ally heard in deep and earnest supplication. 
It was evident that he had recourse to prayer ; 
and by some of the expressions caught from 
time to time, they gathered that " his dear 
child," and " her peace of mind," were the 
object of the foreboding father's devotions. 
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Jane's distress, at concealing the cause of 
her absence from prayers, though acute at the 
moment of inquiry, was nevertheless more 
transient than one might suppose from the 
alarming effects it produced. Her mind was 
at the time in a state of tumult and excite- 
ment, such as she had never till then expe- 
rienced, and the novel guilt of dissimulation, 
by superinducing her first impression of deli- 
berate crime, opposed itself so powerfully to 
the exulting sense of her new-born happiness, 
that both produced a shock of conflicting emo- 
tions which a young mind, already so much 
exhausted, could not resist. She felt, there- 
fore, that a strange darkness shrouded her 
intellect, in which all distinct traces of thought 
and all memory of the past were moment- 
arily lost. Her frame, too, at the best but 
slender and much enfeebled by the preceding 
interview with Osborne, and her present em- 
barrassment, could not bear up against this 
chaotic struggle between delight and pain. It 
was, no doubt, impossible for her relatives to 
comprehend all this, and hence their alarm. 
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She was too pure and artless to be suspected 
of concealing the truth ; and they consequently 
entertained not the slightest suspicion of that 
kind ; but still their affections were aroused, 
and what might have terminated in an ordinary 
manner, ended in that unusual mood we have 
described. 

With a scrupulous attention to her father's 
precepts, as well as from a principle of early 
and sincere piety, she strove on reaching her 
bed-room to compose her mind in prayer, and 
to beg the pardon of Heaven for her wilful sup- 
pression of the truth. This was a task, how- 
ever, to which she was altogether unequal. In 
vain she uttered words expressive of her sor- 
row, and gave language to sentiments of deep 
repentance ; there was but one idea, but one 
image in her mind, viz. her impassioned lover, 
and the certainty that she was the object of his 
affection. Again and again she attempted to 
pray, but still with the same success. It was 
to no purpose she resolved to banish him from 
her thoughts, until at least the solemn act of 
her evening worship should be concluded ; for 



THE FAM'N OF SPRING-VALE. 69 

ere she had uttered half a sentence the image 
would return, as if to mock her devotions. In 
this manner she continued for some time, stri- 
ving to advance with a sincere heart in her ad- 
dress to heaven ; again recommencing with a 
similar purpose, and as often losing herself in 
those visions that wrapped her spirit in their 
transports. At length she arose, and for a mo- 
ment felt a deep awe fall upon her. The idea 
that she could not pray, seemed to her as a 
punishment annexed by God to her crime of 
having tampered with the love of truth, and 
disregarded her father's injunctions not to violate 
it. But this, also, soon passed away : she lay 
down, and at once surrendered her heart and 
thought and fancy to the power of that passion, 
which, like the jealous tyrant of the East, 
seemed on this occasion resolved to bear no 
virtue near the heart in which it sat enthroned. 
Such, however, was not its character, as the 
reader will learn when he proceeds ; true love 
being in our opinion rather the guardian of the 
other virtues than their foe. 
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CHAPTEK V. 



The nest morning, when Jane awoke, the event 
of yesterday flashed on her memory with a thrill 
of pleasure that made her start up into a recum- 
bent posture in the bed. Her heart bounded, her 
pulse beat high, and a sudden sensation of hyste- 
rical delight rushed to her throat with a transport 
that would have been painful, had she not passed 
out of a state of such panting ecstacy and become 
dissolved in tears. She wept, but how far did 
she believe the cause of her emotion to be removed 
from sorrow ? She wept, yet alas ! alas ! never 
did tears of such delight flow from a source that 
drew a young heart onward to greater darkness 
and desolation. Weep on, fair girl, in thy happi- 
ness ; for the day will come when thou wilt not be 
able to find one tear in thy misery ! 

Her appearance the next morning exhibited to 
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the family no symptom whatever of illness. On 
the contrary, she never looked better, indeed 
seldom so well. Her complexion was clearer 
than usual, her spirits more animated, and the 
dancing light of her eye plainly intimated by its 
sparkling that her young heart was going on the 
way of its love rejoicing. Her family were agree- 
ably surprised at this, especially when they 
reflected upon their anxiety concerning her on the- 
preceding night. To her distress on that occasion 
they made not the slightest allusion ; they felt it 
sufficient that the beloved of their hearts was 
well, and that from the evident flow of her spirits 
there existed no rational grounds for any appre- 
hension respecting her. After breakfast she sat 
sewing for some time with her sisters, but it was 
evident that her mind was not yet sufficiently 
calm to permit her as formerly to sustain a proper 
part in their conversation. Ever and anon they 
could observe by the singular light which sparkled 
in her eyes, as with a sudden rush of joy, that her 
' mind was engaged on some other topic, and this at 
a moment when some appeal or interrogatory to 
herself rendered such abstracted enjoyment more 
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obvious. Sensible, therefore, of her incompetency 
as yet to regulate her imagination so as to escape 
notice, she withdrew in about an hour to her own 
room, there once more to give a loose to its 
indulgence. 

Our readers may perceive that the position of 
Jane Sinclair in her own family, was not very 
favourable to the formation of a firm character. 
• The regulation of a mind so imaginative, and of 
feelings so lively and susceptible, required a hand 
of uncommon skill and delicacy. Indeed her case 
was one of unusual difiiculty. In the first place, 
her meekness and extreme sweetness of temper 
rendered it almost impossible in a family where 
her own qualities predominated, to find any devia- 
tion from duty which might be seized upon without 
harshness as a pretext for inculcating those pre- 
cautionary principles that were calculated to 
strengthen the weak points which her character 
may have presented. Even those weak points, if 
at the time they could be so termed, were percep- 
tible only in the exercise of her virtues, so that it ' 
was a matter of some risk, especially in the case 
of one so young, to reprove an excess on the 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 73 

right side, lest in doing so you checked the influ- 
ence of the virtue that accompanied it. Such 
errors, if they can be called so, when occurring in 
the conduct of those whom we love, are likely to 
call forth any thing but censure. It is naturally 
supposed, and in general with too much truth, 
that time and experience will remove the excess, 
and leave the virtue not more than equal to the 
demands of life upon it. Her father, however, 
was, as the reader may have found, by no means 
ignorant of those traits in the constitution of her 
mind from which danger or happiness might ulti- 
mately be apprehended ; neither did he look on 
them with indifference. In truth, they troubled 
him much, and on more than one occasion he 
scrupled not fully to express his fears of their 
result. It was he, the reader perceives, who, on 
the evening of her first interview with Osborne, 
gave so gloomy a tone to the feelings of the family, 
and impressed them at aU events more deeply 
than they otherwise would have felt, with a vague 
presentiment of some unknown evil that was to 
befall her. She was, however, what is termed the 
pet of the family, the centre to which all their 
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affections turned ; and as she herself felt conscious 
of this, there is little doubt that the extreme indul- 
gence and almost blameable tenderness which 
they exercised towards her, did by imperceptible 
degrees disqualify her from undergoing with firm- 
ness those conflict^ of the heart to which a sus- 
ceptibility of the finer emotions rendered her 
peculiarly liable. Indeed among the various 
errors prevalent in domestic life, there is scarcely 
one that has occasioned more melancholy conse- 
quences than that of carrying indulgence towards 
a favourite child too far ; and creating under the 
slightest instances of self-denial a sensitiveness or 
impatience, arising from a previous habit of being 
gratified in all the whims and caprices of child- 
hood or youth. The fate of favourite children in 
life is almost proverbially unhappy; and we doubt 
not that if the various lunatic receptacles were 
examined, the malady, in a majority of cases, 
might be traced to an excess of indulgence and 
want of proper discipline in early life. Had Mr. 
Sinclair insisted on knowing from his daughter's 
lips the cause of her absence from prayers, and 
given a high moral proof of the affection he bore 
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her, it is -probable that the consciousness on her 
part of his being cognizant of her passion, would 
have kept it so far within bounds as to submit to 
the control of reason instead of ultimately sub- 
verting it. This, however, he unhappily omitted 
to do, not because he was at all ignorant that a 
strict sense of duty, and a due regard for his 
daughter's welfare, demanded it ; but because her 
distress, and the childlike simplicity with which 
she cast herself upon his bosom, touched his 
spirit, and drew forth all the affection of a parent 
who " loved not wisely but too well." 

Love, however, will not be long without its 
object, nor can the soul be happy in the absence 
of its counterpart. For some time after the inter- 
view in which the passion of our young lovers was 
revealed, Jane found solitude to be the same 
solace to her love, that human sympathy is to 
affliction. The certainty that she was now be- 
loved, caused her heart to lapse into those alter- 
nations of repose and enjoyment which above all 
other states of feeling nourish its affections. 
Nature wore in her eyes a new aspect, was clothed 
with such beauty, and breathed such a spirit of 
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love and harmony, as she only perceived now for 
the first time. Her parents were kinder and better, 
she thought, than they had before appeared to her; 
and her sisters and brother seemed endued with 
warmer affections and brighter virtues than they 
had ever possessed. Every thing near her and 
about her partook in a more especial manner of 
this delightful change ; the servants were won by 
sweetness so irresistible — the dogs were more 
kindly caressed, and Ariel, her own Ariel, was, if 
possible, more beloved. 

The heart, however, as we said, will, after the 
repose which must follow excitement, necessarily 
move towards that object in which it seeks its 
ultimate enjoyment. A week had now elapsed, and 
Jane began to feel troubled by the absence of her 
lover. Her eye wished once more to feast upon his 
beauty, and her ear again to drink in the melody 
of his voice. It was true — it was surely true — 
and she put her long white fingers to her forehead 
while thinking of him — yes, yes — it was true that 
he loved her — but her heart called again for his 
presence, and longed to hear him once more 
repeat, in fervid accents of eloquence, the 
enthusiasm of his passion. 
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Acknowledged love, however, in pure and ho- 
nourable minds, places the conduct under that 
refined sense of propriety, which is not only felt 
to be a restraint upon the freedom of virtuous 
principle itself, but is observed with that jealous 
circumspection which considers even suspicion as 
a stain upon its purity. No matter how intense 
affection in a virtuous bosom may be, yet no 
decorum of life is violated by it, no outwork even 
of the minor morals surrendered, nor is any act 
or expression suffered to appear that might take 
away from the exquisite feeling of what is morally 
essential to female modesty. For this reason, 
therefore, it was that our heroine, though anxious 
to meet Osborne again, could not bring herself 
to walk towards her accustomed haunts, lest he 
might suspect that she thus indelicately sought 
him out. He had frequently been there, and won- 
dered that she never came ; but however deep his 
disappointment at her absence, or it might be 
neglect, yet in consequence of their last interview 
he could not summon courage to pay a visit, as he 
had sometimes before done, to her family. 

Nearly a fortnight had now elapsed, when Jane, 
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walking one day in a small shrubbery that skirted 
the little lawn before her father's door, received a 
note by a messenger whom she recognised as a 
servant of Mr. Osborne's. 

The man, after putting it into her hands, added : 
" I was desired, if possible, to bring back an 
answer." 

She blushed deeply on receiving it, and shook 
so much that the tremor of her small white hands 
gave evident proof of the agitation which it pro- 
duced in her bosom. She read as follows : — 

" Oh, why is it that I cannot see you? or what 
has become of you ? This absence is painful to 
me beyond the power of endurance. Alas! if you 
loved with the deep and burning devotion that I 
do, you would not thus avoid me. Do you not 
know, and feel, that our hearts have poured into 
each other the secret of our mutual passion ? Oh, 
surely, surely, you cannot forget that moment — a 
moment for which I could willingly endure a cen- 
tury of pain. That moment has thrown a charm 
into my existence that will render my whole future 
life sweet. All that I may suffer will be, and 
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already is, softened in the consciousness that you 
love me. Oh, let me see you — I cannot rest, I 
cannot live without you. I beseech you, I implore 
you, as you would not bring me down to despair 
and sorrow — as you would not wring my heart 
with the agony of disappointment — to meet me 
this evening at the same place, and the same hour 
as before. 

" Yours — yours for ever^ 
"C. O. 

" N. B The bearer is trustworthy, and already 

acquainted with the secret of our attachment, so 
that you need not hesitate to send me a reply by 
him — and let it be a written one." 

After perusing this, she paused for a moment, 
and felt so much embarrassed by the fact of their 
love being known to a third person, that she could 
not look upon the messenger while addressing 
him without shamefacedness and confusion. 

*' Wait a little," she said at length, " I will 
return presently" — and with a singular conflict 
between joy, shame, and terror, she passed with 
downcast looks out of the shrubbery, sought her 
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own room, and having placed writing materials 
before her, attempted to write. It was not, how- 
ever, till after some minutes that she could collect 
herself sufficiently to use them. As she took the 
pen in her hand, something like guilt seemed to 
press upon her heart — the blood forsook her 
cheeks, and her strength absolutely left her. 

"Is not this wrong?" she thought. " I have 
already been guilty of dissimulation, if not of 
direct falsehood to my father, and now I am about 
to enter into a correspondence without his know- 
ledge." 

The acuteness of her moral sense occasioned 
her, in fact, to feel much distress, and the impres- 
sion of religious sanction early inculcated upon a 
mind naturally so gentle and innocent as hers, 
cast by its solemn influence a deep gloom over 
the brief history of their loves. She laid the pen 
down, and covering her face with both hands, 
burst into a flood of tears. 

" Why is it," she said to herself, " that a con- 
viction as if of guilt mingles itself with my affec- 
tion for him ; and that snatches of pain and 
melancholy darken my mind, when I join in our 
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morning and evening worship ? I fear, I fear, 
that God's grace and protection have been with- 
drawn from me ever since I deceived my father. 
But these errors," she proceeded, " are my own, 
and not Charles' — and why should Ae suffer pain and 
distress because / have been uncandid to others ?" 
Upon this slender argument she proceeded to 
write the following reply, but still with an undercur- 
rent of something like remorse stealing through a 
mind that felt with incredible delicacy the slightest 
deviation from what was right, yet possessed not 
the necessary firmness to resist what was wrong. 

" I know that it is indelicate, and very improper 
— yes, and sinful in me to write to you — and I 
would not do so, but that I cannot bear to think 
that you should suffer pain. Why should you be 
distressed when you know that my affection for 
you will never change ? — will, alas ! I should add, 
can never change. Dear Charles, is it not sufficient 
for our happiness that our love is mutual ? It 
ought at least to be so ; and it would be so, pro- 
vided we kept its character unstained by any de- 
viation from moral feeling or duty in the sight of 

E 2 
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God. You must not continue to write to me, for 
I shall not and I cannot persist in a course of 
deliberate insincerity to those who love me with so 
much affection. I will, however, see you this day 
two hours earlier than the time appointed in your 
note. I could not absent myself from the family 
then, without again risking an indirect breach of 
truth, and this I am resolved never to do. I hope 
you will not think less of me for writing to you, 
although it be very wrong on my part. I have 
already wept for it, and my eyes are even now 
filled with tears ; but you surely will not be a 
harsh judge upon the conduct of your own 

"Jane Sinclair." 

Having sealed this letter, she hid it in her 
bosom, and after delaying a short time to compose 
her features, again proceeded to the shrubbery, 
where she found the servant waiting. Simple as 
was the act of handing him the note, yet so in- 
expressibly delicate was the whole tenor of her 
mind, that the slightest step irreconcilable with 
her standard of female propriety, left behind it a 
distinct and painful trace that disturbed the equili- 
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brium of a character so finely balanced. With 
an abashed face and burning brow, she summoned 
courage, however, to give it, and was instantly 
proceeding home, when the messenger observed 
that she had given him the wrong letter. She 
then took the right one from her bosom, and 
placing it in his hands would again have hurried 
into the house. 

" You do not mean, I suppose, to send him 
back his own note," observed the man, handing 
her Osborne's as he spoke. 

*' No, no," she replied, " give it to me ; I knew 
not — in fact it was a mistake." She then received 
Osborne's letter, and hastily withdrew. 

The reader may have observed, that so long as 
Jane merely contemplated the affection that sub- 
sisted between Osborne and herself, as a matter 
unconnected with any relative association, and 
one on which the heart will dwell with delight 
while nothing intrudes to disturb its serenity, so 
long was the contemplation one of perfect happi- 
ness. But the moment she approached her family, 
or found herself on the eve of taking another step 
in its progress, such was her almost morbid can- 
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dour, and her timid shrinking from any violation 
of truth, that her affection for this very reason 
became darkened, as she herself said, by snatches 
of melancholy and pain. 

It is, indeed, difficult to say whether such a 
tender perception of good and evil as characterised 
all her emotions, may not have predisposed her 
mind to the unhappy malady which eventually 
overcame it ; or whether, on the other hand, the 
latent existence of the malady in her temperament 
may not have rendered such perceptions too 
delicate for the healthy discharge of human duties. 

Be this as it may, our innocent and beautiful 
girl is equally to be pitied ; and we trust that in 
either case the sneers of the coarse and heartless 
will be spared against a character which they 
cannot understand. At all events, it is we think 
slightly, and but slightly evident, that even at the 
present stage of her affection, something prophetic 
of her calamity, in a faintly perceptible degree 
may, to an observing mind, be recognised in the 
vivid and impulsive power with which that affec- 
tion has operated upon her. If any thing could 
prove this, it is the fervency with which, previous 
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to the hour of appointment, she bent in worship 
before God, to beseech his pardon for the secret 
interview she was about to give her lover. And 
in any other case, such an impression, full of 
religious feeling as it was, would have prevented 
the subject of it from acting contrary to its ten- 
dency; but here was the refined dread of error, 
lively even to acuteness, absolutely incapable of 
drawing back the mind from the transgression of 
moral duty which filled it with a feeling nearly 
akin to remorse. 

Jane that day met the family at dinner, merely 
as a matter of course, for she could eat nothing. 
There was, independently of this, a timidity in her 
manner which they noticed, but could not under- 
stand. 

" Why," said her father, " you were never a 
great eater, Jane, but latterly you live, like the 
chameleon, on air. Surely your health cannot be 
good with such a poor appetite ? — your own Ariel 
eats more." 

" I feel my health to be very good, papa ; 
but — " she hesitated a little, attempted to speak, 
and paused again : " although my health is 
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good," she at last proceeded, " I am not, papa, — 
I mean my spirits are sometimes better than they 
ever were, and sometimes more depressed." 

" They are depressed now, Jane," said her 
mother. 

" I don't know that, mamma. Indeed I could 
not describe my present state of feeling ; but I 
think, — indeed I know I am not so good as I 
ought to be. I am not so good, mamma, and may 
be one day you will all have to forgive me more 
than you think." 

Her father laid his knife and fork down, and 
fixing his eyes affectionately upon her, said : — 

" My child, there is something wrong with 
you." 

Jane herself, who sat beside her mother, made 
no reply ; but putting her arms about her neck, 
she laid her cheek against hers, and wept for 
many minutes. She then rose in a paroxysm of 
increasing sorrow, and throwing her arms about 
her father's neck also, sobbed out as upon the 
occasion already mentioned : — 

" Oh, papa, pity and forgive me ; — your poor 
Jane, pity her and forgive her." 
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The old man struggled with his grief, for he 
saw that the tears of the family rendered it a duty 
upon him to be firm: nay, he smiled after a 
manner, and said in a voice of forced good- 
humour : — 

" You are a foolish slut, Jane, and play upon 
us, because you know we pet and love you too 
much. If you cannot eat your dinner go play, 
and get an appetite for to-morrow." 

She kissed him, and as was her habit of compli- 
ance with his slightest wish, left the room as he 
had desired her. ' 

" Henry," said his wife, " there is something 
wrong with her." 

For a time he could not speak; but aft6r a 
deep silence he wiped away a few straggling tears, 
and replied : — 

"Yes! yes! do you not see that there is a 
mystery upon my child ! — a mystery which weighs 
down my heart with aflSiction." 

" Dear papa," said Agnes, " don't forebode evil 
for her." 

" It's a mere nervous affection," said William. 
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" She ought to take more exercise. Of late she 
has been too much within." 

Maria and Agnes exchanged looks ; and for the 
first time, a suspicion of the probable cause flashed 
simultaneously across their minds. They sat 
beside each other at dinner, and Maria said in a 
whisper : — 

" Agnes, you and I are thinking of the same 
thing." 

" I am thinking of Jane," said her candid and 
affectionate sister. 

" My opinion is," rejoined Maria, " that she is 
attached to Charles Osborne." 

" I suspect it is so," whispered Agnes. " Indeed 
from many things that occur to me I am now 
certain of it." 

" I don't see any particular harm in that," 
replied Maria. 

" It may be a very unhappy attachment for 
Jane, though," said Agnes. " Only think, Maria, 
if Osborne should not return her affection : I 
know Jane, — she would sink under it." 

" Not return her affection !" replied her sister. 
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" Where would he find another so beautiful, and 
every way so worthy of him ?" 

" Very true, Maria ; and I trust in heaven he 
may think so. But how, if he should never know 
or suspect her love for him ?" 

" I cannot answer that" said the other ; " but 
we will talk more about it by and by." 

Whilst this dialogue went on in a low tone, the 
other members of the family sat in silence and 
concern, each evidently anxious to develope the 
mystery of Jane's recent excitement at dinner. At 
length the old man's eye fell upon his two other 
daughters, and he said : — 

" What is this, children — what is this whis- 
pering all about? Perhaps some of you can 
explain the conduct of that poor child." 

" But, papa," said Agnes, " you are not to 
know allonv secrets." 

"Am I not, indeed, Aggy? That's pretty 
evident from the cautious tone in which you and 
Mary speak." 

" Well, but Agnes is right, Henry," said her 
mother : "to know the daughters' secrets is 
my privilege — and yours to know William's — if he 
has any." 
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" Upon my word, mother, mine are easily 
carried, I assure you." 

" Suppose, papa," observed Agnes, good- 
humouredly, " that I was to fall in love, now — it 
is not " 

" Improbable that you may, you baggage," 
replied her father, smiling, whilst he completed 
the sentence : " well, and would you not tell me 
if you did?" 

" No indeed, sir ; I should not. Perhaps I 
ought, — but I could not, certainly, bring myself 
to do it. For instance, would it be either modest 
or delicate in me, to go and say to your face, 
* Papa, I'm in love.' In that case the next step, 
I suppose, would be to make you the messenger 
between us. Now would you not expect as much, 
papa, if I told you ?" said the arch and lively 
girl. 

" Aggy, you are a presuming gipsy," replied 
the old man, joining in the laugh which she had 
caused — " me your messenger !" 

" Yes, and a steady one you would make, sir. I 
am sure you would not, at all events, overstep 
your instructions." 
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" That will be one quality essentially necessary 
to any messenger of yours^ Agnes," replied her 
father, in the same spirit. 

" Papa," said she, suddenly changing her man- 
ner, and laying aside her gaiety, " what I said in 
jest of myself, may be seriously true of another in 
this very family. Suppose Jane " 

"Jane!" exclaimed the old man; — "impos- 
sible ! She is but a girl ! — a child !" 

"Agnes, this is foolish of you," said her sister. 
" It is possible, after all, that you are doing poor 
Jane injustice. Papa, Agnes only speaks from 
suspicion. We are not certain of any thing. It 
was I mentioned it first, but merely from suspi- 
cion." 

" If Jane's affections are engaged," said her 
father, " I tremble to think of the consequences 
should she experience the slightest disappointment. 
But it cannot be, Maria, — the girl has too much 
sense, and her principles are too well established." 

" What is it you mean, girls ?" inquired their 
mother, in a tone of surprise and alarm. 

" Indeed, Agnes," said Maria, reprovingly, "it 
is neither fair nor friendly to poor Jane, to bring 
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out a story founded only on a mere surmise. 
Agnes insists, mamma, that Jane is attached to 
Charles Osborne." 

" It certainly occurred to us only a few moments 
ago, I allow," replied Agnes ; "but if /am mistaken 
in this, I will give up my judgment in every thing 
else. And I mentioned it solely to prevent our 
own distress, particularly papa's, with respect to 
the change that is of late so visible in her conduct 
and manner." 

Strange to say, however, that Mr. Sinclair and 
his wife both repudiated the idea of her attach- 
ment to Osborne, and insisted that Agnes' sus- 
picion was rash and groundless. 

It was impossible, they said, that such an 
attachment could exist : Jane and Osborne had 
seen too little of each other, and were both of a 
disposition too shy and diffident to rush so preci- 
pitately into a passion that is usually the result of 
more frequent intercourse or of far riper years 
than either of them had yet reached. 

Mr. Sinclair admitted that Jane was a girl full 
of affection, and likely to be extremely susceptible, 
yet it was absurd, he added, to suppose for a 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 93 

moment, that she would suffer them to be engaged, 
or her peace of mind disturbed, by a foolish re- 
gard for a smooth-faced boy, and she herself not 
much beyond sixteen. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



There is scarcely to be found in the whole 
range of human life and character any observation 
more true, and at the same time more difl&cult to 
be understood, than the singular infatuation of 
parents who have survived their own passions, 
whenever the prudence of their children happens 
to be called in question. 

We know not whether such a fact be necessary 
to the economy of life, and the free breathings of 
youthful liberty, but this at least is clear to any 
one capable of noting down its ordinary occur- 
rences, that no matter how acutely and vividly 
parents themselves may have felt the passion of 
love when young, they appear as ignorant of the 
symptoms that mark its stages in the lives of their 
children, as if all memory of its existence had 
been obliterated out of their being. 

Jane, as she bent her way to the place of ap- 
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pointment, felt like one gradually emerging out of 
darkness into light. The scene at dinner had 
quickened her moral sense, which, as the reader ' 
already knows, was previously to that perhaps 
morbidly acute. Every step however towards the 
idol of her young devotion, removed the memory 
of what had occurred at home, and collected 
around her heart all the joys and terrors that in 
maidenly diffidence characterise the interview she 
was about to give her lover. Oh how little do we 
know of those rapid lights and shadows which 
shift and tremble across the spirits of the gentler 
sex, when approaching to hold this tender com- 
munion with those whom they love. Nothing that 
we remember resembles the busy working of the 
soul on such occasions, so much as those lucid 
streamers which flit in sweeps of delicate light 
along the northern sky, filling it at once with 
beauty and terror, and emitting at the same time 
a far and almost inaudible undertone of unbroken 
music. 

Trembling and fluttering like a newly caught 
bird, Jane approached the place of meeting and 
found Osborne there awaiting her. 
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" My dear, dear Jane," exclaimed he, taking her 
hand, and placing her beside him, " I neither 
knew my own heart nor the extent of its affection 
for you until this meeting. In what terms shall I 
express — but I will not attempt it — I cannot — but 
my soul burns — it burns with love for you, such 
as was never felt by mortal." 

"It is my trust and confidence in your love 
that brings me here," she replied; "and indeed, 
Charles, it is more than that — I know your health 
is, at the best, easily affected, and your spirits 
naturally prone to despondency ; and I feared," 
said the artless girl, " that — that — indeed I feared 
you might suffer pain, and that pain might bring 
on ill-health again." 

" And am I so dear to you, Jane ?" 

Jane replied by a smile, and a look inexpres- 
sibly tender. 

" I am, I am !" he exclaimed with rapture ; 
" and now the world — life — nothing — nothing can 
add to the fullness of my happiness. And your 
note my beloved— the conclusion of it, your ovm 
Jane Sinclair ! But you must be more my own 
yet — legally and for ever mine ! Mine ! Shall I 
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be able to bear it ! — shall I, Jane ? " said he, 
his enthusiastic temperament kindling as he spoke 
— " Oh, what, my dearest, my own dearest, if this 
should not last, will it not consume me ? Will it 
not destroy me ? this overwhelming excess of 
rapture !" 

" But you must restrain it, Charles ; surely the 
suspense arising from the doubt of our being be- 
loved is more painful than the certainty that we 
are so." 

"Yes; but the exulting sense, my dear Jane, 
is to me almost oppressive, — but I rave, I rave ; it 
is all delight — all happiness ! Yes, it will prolong 
life, — for we know what we live for." 

" We do," said Jane, in a low, sweet voice, 
whilst her eye turned on him with delight. "Do 
I not live for you, Charles ?" 

His lip was near her cheek as she spoke ; he 
then gently drew her to him, and in a voice lower, 
and if possible more melodious than her own, 
said, " Oh, Jane, is there not something inex- 
pressibly affectionate — some wild and melting 
charm in the word i(;2ye.^" 

" That is a feeling," she replied, evidently 
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softened by the tender spirit of his words, " of 
which you are a better judge than I can be." 

" Oh, say, my dearest, let me hear you say 
with your own lips, that you will be my wife." 

^^ I will" she whispered — and as she spoke, he 
inhaled the fragrance of her breath. 

« My wife !" 

" Your wife !" 

Sweet, and long, and rapturous was the kiss 
which sealed this sacred and entrancing promise. 
The pathetic sentiment that pervaded their attach- 
ment, kept their passion so pure, and seldom have 
two lovers so beautiful, sat cheek to cheek to- 
gether, in an embrace guileless and innocent as 
theirs. 

Jane, however, withdrew herself from his arms, 
and, for a few moments, felt not even conscious, 
so far was her heart removed from evil, that an 
embrace under such circumstances was question- 
able, much less improper. Following so naturally 
from the tenderness of their dialogue, it seemed 
to be rather the necessary action arising from the 
eloquence of their feeling, than an act which might 
incur censure or reproof. Her fine sense of pro- 
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priety, however, could scarcely be said to have 
slumbered, for with a burning cheek and a sobbing 
voice, she exclaimed, 

" Charles, these secret meetings must cease. 
They have involved me in a course of dissimulation 
and falsehood towards my family which I cannot 
bear. You say you love me, and I know you do ; 
but surely you could not esteem, nor place full 
confidence in a girl, who, to gratify either her own 
affection or yours, would deceive her parents." 

" But, my dearest girl, you reason too severely. 
Surely almost all who love must, in the earliest 
stages of their affection, practise, to a certain 
extent, a harmless deception upon their friends, 
until at least their love is sanctioned. — Marriages 
founded upon mutual attachment, would be other- 
wise impracticable." 

" No deception, dear Charles, can be harmless. 
I cannot forget the precepts of truth, and virtue, 
and obedience to a higher law even than his own 
will which my dear papa taught me, and 1 will 
never violate them, even for you." 

" You are too pure, too full of truth, my be- 
loved girl, for this world. Social life is carried 
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on by so much dissimulation, hypocrisy, and false- 
hood, that you will be actually unfit to live in it." 

" Then let me die in it sooner than be guilty of" 
any one of them. No, dear Charles, I am not 
too full of truth. On the contrary, I cannot 
understand why it is that my love for you has 
plunged me into deceit. Nay more, Charles," 
she exclaimed, rising up, and placing her hand 
on her heart, " I am wrong here — why is it, will 
you tell me, that our attachment has crossed and 
disturbed my devotions to God ? I cannot wor- 
ship God as I would, and as I used to do. What 
if his grace be withdrawn from me ? Could you 
love me then ? Could you love a castaway ? 
No, Charles, you love truth too well, to cherish 
affection for a being, reprobate perhaps, and full 
of treachery and falsehood. I hope I am not 
such, but I fear sometimes that I am." 

Her youthful lover gazed upon her as she stood 
with her sparkling eyes fixed upon vacancy. 
Never did she appear so beautiful ; her features 
were kindled into an expression which was new 
to him — but an expression so full of high moral 
feeling beaming like the very divinity of truth 
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from her countenance, yet overshadowed by an 
unsettled gloom which gave to her whole appear- 
ance the power of creating both awe and admi- 
ration in the spectator. 

The boy was deeply affected, and in a voice 
scarcely firm, said, in soothing and endearing 
accents, whilst he took her hand in his — 

" Jane, my best beloved and dearest — say, oh 
say, in what manner I can compose your mind, 
or relieve you from the necessity of practising the 
deceit which troubles you so much." 

" Oh," said she, bending her eye on him, 
" but it is sweet to be beloved by those who are 
dear to us. Your sympathy thrills through my 
whole frame with a soothing sensation, inexpressi- 
bly delightful. It is sweet to me — for you, Charles, 
are my only confidant. Dear, dear Charles, 
how I longed to see you, and to hear your voice !" 

As she made this simple but touching admission 
of the power of her love, she laid her head on his 
bosom and wept. Charles pressed her to his 
heart, and strove to speak, but could not — she felt 
his tears raining fast upon her face. 

At length he said, pressing his beautiful one 
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more to his beating- bosom — " the moment, the 
moment that I cease to love you, may it, O God, 
be my last." She rose, and quietly wiping her 
eyes, said — " I will go — we will meet no more 
— no more in secret." 

" Oh, Jane," said her lover, " how shall I 
make myself worthy of you ; but why," he added, 
" should our love be a secret ? Surely it will be 
sanctioned by our friends. You shall not be dis- 
tressed by the necessity of insincerity, although it 
would be wrong to call the simple concealment of 
your love for me by so harsh a name." 

" But my papa," she said, " he is so good to 
me ; they are all so affectionate, they love me too 
much : but my dear papa, I cannot stand with a 
stain on my conscience in his presence. Not that 
I fear him ; but it would be treacherous and un- 
grateful ; I would tell him all, but I cannot." 

"My sweet girl, let not that distress you. 
Your father shall be made acquainted with it from 
other lips. I will disclose the secret to my father, 
and, with a proud heart, tell him of our affec- 
tion." 

It never once occurred to a creature so utterly 
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unacquainted with the ways of the world as Jane 
was, that Mr. Osborne might disapprove of their 
attachment, and prevent a boy so youthful, from 
following the bent of his own inclinations. 

" Dear Charles," said she, smiling, " what a 
load their approval will take off my heart. I 
can then have papa's pardon for my past dupli- 
city towards him ; and my mind will be so much 
soothed and composed. We can also meet each 
other with their sanction." 

" My wife ! my wife !" said Osborne, looking 
on her with a rapturous gaze of love and admi- 
ration, and carrying bar allusion to the consent of 
their families up to the period when he might 
legitimately give her that title — " My wife," he 
exclaimed, " my young, my beautiful, ray pure 
and unspotted wife! Heavens! and is — is the 
day surely to come when I am to call you so ?" 

The beautiful girl hung her head a moment as if 
abashed, then said, " Farewell, dear Charles, until 
we can see each other without a consciousness that 
we are doing wrong." Saying which, she extended 
her hand to him, and in a moment was on her way 
hopie. 
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Oh ! how deeply beloved was our herohie by her 
family, when her moods of mind and state of spirits 
fixed the tone of their domestic enjoyments, and 
almost influenced the happiness of their lives. Oh, 
gentle and pure spirit, what heart cannot love thee, 
when those who knew thee best gathered their 
affections so lovingly around thee, the star of their 
hearth — the idol of their inner shrine — the beauti- 
ful, the meek, the affectionate, and even then, in 
consequence of thy transcendant charms, the far- 
famed Fawn of Spring-vale ! 

In the early part of that evening, Jane's spirits, 
equable and calm, hushed in a great measure the 
little domestic debate which had been held at din- 
ner concerning the state of her affections. The 
whole family partook of her cheerfulness ; and her 
parents, in particular, cast several looks of trium- 
phant sagacity at Maria and Agnes, especially at 
the latter. 

" Jane," said her father, in the triumph of his 
heart, " you are not aware that Agnes is in love." 

" Agnes in love ! Well, papa, and surely that is 
not unnatural." 

" Thank you, Jane," replied Agnes. " Papa, 
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that's a rebuff worth something ; and, Jane," she 
proceeded, anxious still to vindicate her own saga- 
city with respect to her sister, " suppose I should 
be in love, surely I may carry on an innocent in- 
tercourse with my lover, without consulting papa." 

" No, Agnes, you should not," replied her sis- 
ter, vehemently ; " no intercourse — no intercourse 
without papa's knowledge, can be innocent. There 
is deceit and dissimulation in it — there is treachery 
in it. It is impossible to say how gloomily such 
an intercourse may end. Only think, my dear 
Agnes," she proceeded, in a low, but vehement 
and condensed voice — " only think, dear Agnes, 
what the consequences might be to you if such an 
attachment, and such a clandestine mode of con- 
ducting it, should in consequence of your duplicity 
to papa, cause the Almighty God to withdraw his 
grace from you, and that you should thereby be- 
come a castaway — a castaway ! I shudder to 
think of it ! I shudder to think of it." 

" Jane, sit beside me," said Mr. Sinclair ; " you 
are rather too hard upon poor Agnes — but, still 
come, and sit beside me. You are my own sweet 
child — my own dutiful and candid girl." 

F 2 
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" I cannot, T cannot, papa ; I dare not," she 
exclaimed, and without uttering another word she 
arose, and rushed out of the room. In less than a 
minute, however, she returned again, and approach- 
ing him said — " Papa, forgive me, I will, I trust, 
soon be a better girl than I am ; bless me, and bid 
me good night. Mamma, bless me you too — I am 
your poor Jane, and I know you all love me more 
than you ought. Do not think that I am unhappy 
— do not think it. I have not been for some time 
so happy as I am to-night." 

She then passed out of the room and retired 
to her own apartment. 

When she was gone, Agnes, who sat beside 
her father, turned to him, and leaning her head 
upon his breast, burst into bitter tears. 

" Papa," she exclaimed, " I believe you will 
now admit that I have gained the victory. My 
sister's peace of mind or happiness is gone for 
ever. Unless Osborne either now is, or becomes 
in time attached to her, I know not what the 
consequences may be." 

" It will be well for Osborne, at all events, 
if he has not practised upon her affections," 
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said William ; " that is, granting that the suspi- 
cion be just. — But the truth is, I don't think 
Osborne has any thing to do with her feehngs. 
It is merely some imaginary trifle that she has 
got into her foolish little head, poor girl. Don't 
distress yourself, father — you know she was 
always over-scrupulous. Even the most harmless 
fib that ever was told, is a crime in her eyes. 
I wish, for my part, she had a little wholesome 

wickedness about 1 don't mean that, sir, in a 

very unfavourable Hght," he said in reply to a 
look of severity from his father ; " but I wish 
she had some leaning to error about her. She 
would, in one sense at least, be the better for 
it." 

" We shall see," said his father, who evidently 
spoke in deep distress of mind. " We shall con- 
sider in the course of the evening what ought to 
be done." 

" Better to take her gently," observed her 
mother, wiping away a tear, "gentleness and 
love will make her tell any thing— and that there 
is something on her mind no one can doubt." 

" I won't have her distressed, my dear," 
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replied her father. " It cannot be of much 
importance, I think, after all ; but whatever it may 
be, her own candid mind will give it forth sponta- 
neously. I know my child, and will answer for 
her." 

" Why, then, papa, are you so much distressed, 
if you think it of no importance ?" asked Maria. 

" If her finger ached, it would distress me, 
child, and you know it." 

" Why, she and Osborne have had no oppor- 
tunity of being together, out of the eyes of the 
family," observed William. 

" That's more than you know, William," said 
Agnes ; " she has often walked out." 

" But she always did so," replied her mother. 
" She would never meet him privately," said 
her father firmly — " of that I am certain as my 
life." 

" That, papa," returned Agnes, " I am afraid, 
is precisely what she has done, and what now 
distresses her. And I am sure that whatever 
is wrong with her, no explanation will be had 
from herself. Though kind and affectionate as 
ever, she has been very shy with me and Maria 
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of late — and, indeed, has made a point to keep 
aloof from us. Three or four times I spoke to 
her in a tone of confidence, as if I was about 
to introduce some secret of my own ; but she 
always, under some pretence or other, left me. I 
had not thought of Osborne at the time, nor 
could I guess what troubled her — but something 
I saw did." Her father sighed deeply, and, 
clasping his hands, uttered a silent ejaculation 
to heaven on her behalf. " That is true," said 
he, " it is now the hour of evening worship ; le 
us kneel and remember her trouble, the poor 
child, whatever it may be." 

" Had I not better call her down, papa?" said 
Agnes. 

"Not this evening," he replied, "not this 
evening — she is too much disturbed, and will 
probably prefer praying alone." 

The old man then knelt down, and after 
the usual form of evening worship, uttered a 
solemn and affecting appeal upon her behalf, to 
Him, who can pour balm upon the wounded 
spirit, and say unto the weary and heavy laden, 
" Come unto me, and I will give you rest." 



110 JANE SINCLAIR; OR, 

But when he went on in words more particularly 
describing her state of mind, to mention, and 
plead for " their youngest," and " their dearest," 
and " their best beloved," his voice became tre- 
mulous, and for a moment he paused, but the 
pause was filled up by the sobbings of those who 
loved her, and especially by the voice of that 
affectionate sister who loved her "most — for of 
them all Agnes only wept aloud. At length the 
prayer was concluded, and on rising up with 
wet eyes, they perceived that the beloved object 
of their supplications had glided into the room, 
and joined their worship unperceived. 

" Dear Jane," said her father, " we did not 
know you were with us." 

She made no immediate reply, but, after a 
moment's apparent struggle, went over, and 
laying her head upon his bosom, sobbed out — 
" Papa, your love has overcome me. I will tell 
you all." 

" Soul of truth and candour," exclaimed the 
old man, clasping her to his bosom, " heroic 
child I I knew she would do it, and I said so. 
Go out now, and leave us to ourselves. Darling, 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. Ill 

don't be distressed. If you feel difficulty I will 
not ask to hear it. Or perhaps you would rather 
mention it to your mamma." 

" No — to you, papa — to you — and you will not 
he harsh upon me — I am a weak girl, and have 
done very wrong." 

It was indeed a beautiful thing to see this fair 
and guiltless penitent leaning against her in- 
dulgent father's bosom, in which her blushing 
face was hid, and disclosing the history of an 
attachment as pure and innocent as ever warmed 
the heart of youth and beauty. Oh, no wonder, 
thou sweetest and most artless of human beings, 
that when the heavy blight of reason came upon 
thee, and thou disappearedst from his eyes, that 
the old man's spirit became desolate, and his heart 
broken — that he said after thy dissolution to every 
word of comfort uttered to him — " It is vain, it 
is vain — I cannot stay. I hear her voice calling 
me — she calls me, my beautiful — my pride — my 
child — my child — she calls me, and I cannot stay." 
Nor did he long. 

To none else did her father that night reveal 
the purport of this singular disclosure, except to 
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Mrs. Sinclair herself; but the next morning, 
before breakfast, the secret had been made known 
to the rest. All trouble and difficulty as to the 
conduct they should pursue, were removed in 
consequence of Osborne's intention to ask his 
father to sanction their attachment ; and until the 
consequence of that step should be known, no- 
thing further on their part could be attempted. 
On this point, however, they were not permitted 
to remain long in suspense, for ere two o'clock 
that day Mr. Osborne had, in the name of his 
son, proposed for the hand of our fair girl, which 
proposal we need scarcely say was instantly and 
joyfully accepted. It is true, their immediate 
union was not contemplated. Both were much 
too youthful and inexperienced to undertake the 
serious duties of married life ; but it was arranged 
that Osborne, whose health, besides, was not 
sufficiently firm, should travel, see the world, 
and strengthen his constitution by the genial air 
of a warmer and more salubrious climate. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



Time passed, and the preparations necessary 
for Osborne's journey were in fact nearly com- 
pleted. One day, about a fortnight before his 
departure, he and Jane were sitting in a little 
ozier summer-house in Mr. Sinclair's garden, 
engaged in a conversation more tender than usual, 
for each felt their love deepen and their hearts 
sink as the hour of separation approached them. 
Jane's features exhibited such a singular union of 
placid confidence and melancholy, as gave some- 
thing Madonna-like and divine to her beauty. 
Osborne sat, and for a long time gazed upon her 
with a silent intensity of rapture for which he could 
find no words. At length he exclaimed in a 
reverie — 

" I will swear it — I may swear it." 

" Swear what, Charles ?" 
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" That the moment I see a girl more beautiful, 
T will cease to write to you — I will cease to love 
you." 

The -blood instantly forsook her cheeks, and she 
gazed at him with wonder and dismay. 

" What, dear Charles, do you mean ?" 

" Oh, my pride and my treasure !" he ex- 
claimed, wildly clasping her to his bosora, 
" there is none so fair — none on earth so 
beautiful — that, my own ever dearest, is my 
meaning." 

The confidence of her timid and loving 
heart was instantly restored — and she said 
smiling, yet with a tear struggling through her 
eyelids, " I believe I am — I think I am beau- 
tiful. I know they call me the Fawn of 
Spring-vale, because I am gentle." 

" The angels are not so gentle, nor so pure, 
nor so innocent as you are, my own unwed^ 
ded wife." 

"I am glad I am," she replied ;," and lam 
glad, too, that I am beautiful — but it is all on 
your account, and for your sake, dear 
Charles." 
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The fascination — the power of such inno- 
cence, and purity, and love, utterly overcame 
him, and he wept in transport upon her bosom. 

The approach of her sisters, however, and 
the liveliness of Agnes, soon changed the 
character of their dialogue. For an hour they 
ran and chased each other, and played about, 
after which Charles took his leave of them 
for the evening. Jane, as usual, being the last 
he parted from, whispered to him, as he went — 

" Charles, promise me, that in future you 
won't repeat — the — the words you used in the 
summer-house." 

" What words, love ?" 

" You remember — about — about what you 
said you might swear — and that, in that case, 
you would cease to love me." 

" Why, dearest, should I promise you this ?" 

" Because," she said, in a low sweet 
whisper, " they disturb me when I think of 
them — a slight thing makes my heart sink. " 

" You are a foolish, sweet girl — but I 
promise you, I shall never again use them." 

She bestowed on him a look and smile that 
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were more than a sufficient compensation for 
this ; and after again bidding him farewell, she 
tripped lightly into the house. 

From this onward, until the day of their 
separation, the spirits of our young lovers were 
more and more overcast, and the mirthful inter- 
course of confident love altogether gone. Their 
communion was now marked by despondency 
and by tears, for the most part shed during 
their confidential interviews with each other. 
In company they were silent and dejected, and 
ever as their eyes met in long and loving 
glances, they could scarcely repress their grief. 
Sometimes, indeed, Jane on being spoken to, 
after a considerable silence would attempt in 
vain to reply, her quivering voice and tearful 
eyes affording unequivocal proof of the subject 
which engaged her heart. Their friends, of 
course, endeavoured to console and sustain 
them on both sides ; and frequently succeeded 
in soothing them into a childlike resignation 
to the necessity that occasioned the dreary 
period of absence that lay before them. These 
intervals of patience, however, did not last long ; 
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the spirits of our young lovers were, indeed, 
disquieted within them ; and the heart of each 
drooped under the severest of all its calami- 
ties — the pain of loss for that object which is 
dearest to its affections. 

It was arranged that, on the day previous 
to Charles's departure, Osborne's family should 
dine at Mr. Sinclair's; for they knew that the 
affliction caused by their separation would 
render it necessary that Jane, on that occasion, 
should be under her own roof, and near the 
attention and aid of her friends. Mr. Osborne 
almost regretted the resolution to which he had 
come of sending his son to travel, for he feared 
that the effect of absence from the fair girl 
to whom he was so deeply attached, might 
possibly countervail the benefits arising from 
a more favourable climate ; but as he had 
already engaged the services of an able and 
experienced tutor, who on two or three pre- 
vious occasions had been over the Continent, 
he expected, reasonably enough, that novelty, 
his tutor's good sense, and the natural elasticity 
of youth, would soon efface a sorrow in general 
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SO transient, and in due time restore him to 
his usual spirits. He consequently adhered 
to his resolution — the day of departure was 
fixed, and arrangements made for the lovers 
to separate, as we have already intimated. 

Jane Sinclair, from the period when Os- 
borne's attachment and her's was known and 
sanctioned by their friends, never slept a night 
from her beloved sister Agnes ; nor had any 
other person living, not even Osborne himself, 
such an opportunity as Agnes had of register- 
ing in the records of a sisterly heart so faith- 
ful a transcript of her love. 

On the night previous to their leave-taking, 
Agnes was astonished at the coldness of her 
limbs, and begged her to allow additional 
covering to be put upon the bed. 

" No, dear Agnes, no ; only grant me one 
favour — do not speak to me — leave my heart 
to its own sorrows — to its own misery— to its 
own despair; for, Agnes, I feel a presentiment 
that I shall never see him again." 

She pressed her lip against Agnes' cheek 
when she had concluded, and Agnes almost 
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started, for that lip, hitherto so glowing and 
warm, felt hard and cold as marble. 

Osborne, who for some time past had spent 
almost every day at Mr. Sinclair's, arrived the 
next morning ere the family had concluded 
breakfast. Jane immediately left the table, for 
she had tasted nothing but a cup of tea, and 
placing herself beside him on the sofa, looked 
up mournfully into his face for more than a 
minute ; she then caught his hand, and placing 
it between hers, gazed upon him again, and 
smiled. Osborne saw at once that the smUe 
was a smile of misery, and that the agony of 
separation was likely to be too much for her 
to bear. The contrast at that moment be- 
tween them both was remarkable. She pale, 
cold, and almost abstracted from the perception 
of her immediate grief; he glowing in the deep 
carmine of youth and apparent health — his eye 
as well as hers sparkling with a light which 
the mere beauty of early life never gives. 
Alas, poor things ! little did they, or those to 
whom they were so very dear, imagine that, 
as they then g^zed upon each other, each 
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bore in lineaments so beautiful the symptoms 
of the respective maladies that were to lay 
them low. 

" I wish, Jane, you would try and get up 
your spirits, love, and see and be entertaining 
to poor Charles, as this is the last day he is 
to be with you." 

She looked quickly" at her mother — " The 
last, mamma ?" 

" I mean for a while, dear, until after his 
return from the Continent." 

She seemed relieved by this. " Oh, no, not 
the last, Charles," she said — "yet I know not 
how it is — I know not ; but sometimes, indeed 
I think it is — and if it were, if it were — " 

A paleness more deadly spread over her 
face; and with a gaze of mute and undying 
devotion she clasped her hands, and repeated 
— "if it should be the last — the last!" 

" I did not think you were so foolish or so 
weak a girl, Jane," said William, "as to be 
so cast down, merely because Charles is 
taking a skip to the Continent to get a mouth- 
ful of fresh air, and back again. Why, I know 
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them that go to the Continent four times 
a year to transact business — a young fellow, 
by the way, that has been paying his 
addresses to a lady for the last six or seven 
years. I wish you saw them part, as I did — 
merely a hearty shake of the hand — ' Good 
by, Molly, take care of yourself till I see 
you again ;' and, ' Farewell, Simon, don't forget 
the shawl ;' and the whole thing's over, and 
no more about it." 

There was evidently something in these 
words that jarred upon a spirit of such patural 
tenderness as Jane's. While William was 
repeating them, her features expressed a 
feeling as if of much inward pain; and when 
he had concluded, she rose up, and seizing 
both his hands, said, in a tone of meek and 
earnest supplication,— 

" Oh ! WiUiam dear, do not, do not — it is 
not consolation — it is distress." 

" Dear Jane," said the good-natured brother, 
at once feeling his error, " pardon me, I was 
wrong; there is no resemblance in the cases 
— I only wanted to raise your spirits," 
VOL. I. a 
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" True, William, true ; I ought to thank 
you, and I do thank you." 

Whilst this little incident took place, Mr. 
Sinclair came over and sat beside Charles. 

" You see, my dear Charles," said he, 
" what a heavy task your separation from that 
poor girl is likely to prove. Let me beg that 
you will be as firm as possible, and sustain 
her by a cheerful play of spirits, if you can 
command them. Do violence to your own 
heart for this one day for her sake." 

" I will be firm, sir," said Osborne, " if I 
can : but if I fail — if I — look at her," he pro- 
ceeded, in a choking voice, " look at her, 
and then ask yourself why I — I should be 
firm ?" 

Whilst he spoke, Jane came over, and 
seating herself between her father and him, 
said, — 

" Papa, you will stay with me and Charles 
this day, and support us. You know, papa, 
that I am but a weak, weak girl ; but when I 
do a wrong thing, I feel very penitent — I can- 
not rest." 
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" You never did wrong, darling," said Os- 
borne, pressing his lips to her cheek, " you 
never did wrong." 

" Papa says I did not do much wrong ; 
yet at one time I did not think so myself ; but 
there is a thing presses upon me still. Papa," 
she added, turning abruptly to him, " are there 
not such things in this life as judgments from 
heaven ?" 

" Yes, my dear, upon the wicked who by 
deep crimes provoke the justice of the Almighty ; 
but the ways of God are so mysterious, and 
the innocent so often suflFer whilst the guilty 
escape, that we never almost hazard an opinion 
upon individual cases." 

" But there are castaways ?" 

" Yes, darling ; but here is Charles anxious 
to take you out to walk. With such a prospect 
of happiness and affection before you both, 
you ought surely to be in the best of spirits." 

'* Well, I can see why you evade my ques- 
tion," she replied ; but she added abruptly, 
" bless us, papa, bless us." She knelt down, 
and pulled Charles gently upon his knees also, 
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and joining both hands together, bent her head 
as if to receive the benediction. Oh, mournful 
and heart-breaking was her lovehness, as she 
knelt down before the streaming eyes of her 
family — a Magdalene in beauty without her guilt. 

The old man, deeply moved by the distress 
of the interesting pair then bent before him, 
uttered a short prayer suitable to the occasion, 
after which he blessed them both, and again 
recommended them to the care of heaven, in 
terms of touching and beautiful simplicity. His 
daughter seemed relieved by this, for, after 
rising, she went to her mother and said, 

" We are going to walk, mamma. I must 
endeavour to keep my spirits up this day, for 
poor Charles's sake." 

" Yes, love, do," said her mother, " that's a 
good girl. Let me see how cheerful and 
sprightly you'll be; and think, dear, of the 
happy days that are before you and Charles 
yet, when you'll live in love and affection, sur- 
rounded and cherished by both your families." 

" Yes, yes," said she, " I often think of 
that -I'll try, mamma — I'll try." 
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Saying which, she took Charles's arm, and 
the young persons all went out together. 

Jane's place that evening was by Osborne's 
side, as it had been with something like a faint 
clinging of terror durmg the whole day. She 
spoke little, and might be said rather to respond 
to all he uttered, than to sustain a part in the 
dialogue. Her distress was assuredly deep ; 
but they knew not then, nor by any means sus- 
pected how fearful was its character in the re- 
mote and hidden depths of her soul. She sat 
with Osborne's right hand between her's, and 
scarcely for a moment ever took her sparkling 
eyes off his countenance. Many times was she 
observed to mutter to herself, and her lips fre- 
quently moved as if she had been speaking, but 
no words were uttered, nor any sense of her 
distress expressed. ' Once only in the course 
of the evening, were they startled into a hush 
of terror and dismay, by a single short laugh, 
uttered so loud and wildly, that a pause fol- 
lowed it, and, as if with one consentaneous 
movement, they all assembled about her. Their 
appearance, however, seemed to bring her to 
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herself, for with her left hand she waved them 
away, saying, " Leave us — leave us — this is 
a day of sorrow to us — the day will end, but 
when, when, alas, will the sorrow ? Papa, 
some of us will need your prayers now — the 
sunshine of Jane's life is over — I am the Fawn 
of Spring-vale no more — my time with the holy 
and affectionate flock of whom I was and am an 
unworthy one, will be short — I may be with 
you a day, as it were, the next is come, and 
Jane is gone for ever." 

" Father," said Osborne, " I shall not go ; 
and as he spoke he pressed her to his bosom — 
" I will never leave her." 

His tears fell rapidly upon her pale cheeks, 
and on feeling them, she looked up and smiled. 

The sobbings of the family were loud, and 
bitter were the tears which' the tender position 
of the young and beautiful pair wrung from 
the eyes that looked upon them. 

" Your health, my dear son," said his father, 
" renders it necessary that you should go. It 
is but for a time, Jane dear, my daughter, my 
boy's beloved, it is only for a time — let him 
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leave you for a little, and he will return con- 
firmed in health and knowledge, and worthy, 
my dear girl, to be yours for ever." 

"My daughter," said Mr. Sinclair, "was 
once good and obedient, and she will now do 
whatever is her own papa's wish." 

" Name it, papa, name it," said she, still 
smiling. 

" Suffer Charles to go, my darling — and do 
not — oh ! do not take his departure so much 
to heart." 

" Charles, you must go," said she. " It is 
the wish of your own father and of mine — but 
above all, it is the wish of your own — you can- 
not, you must not gainsay him. What love can 
prosper which is founded on disobedience or 
deceit ? You know the words you once loved 
so well to repeat — I will repeat them now — 
you must, you will not surely refuse the re- 
quest of your own Jane Sinclair." 

Osborne seemed for some time irresolute, 
but at length he clasped her in his arms, and 
again said in a vehement burst of tenderness, 
" No, father, my heart is resolved, I will 
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never leave her. It will kill me, it will lay 
me in an early grave, and you will have no son 
to look upon." 

"But you will see the heroic example that 
Jane will set you," said Mr. Sinclair, " she will 
shame you into firmness, for she will now take 
leave of you at once; and see, then, if you love 
her as you say you do, whether you will not 
respect her so far as to follow her example. — 
Jane, bid Charles farewell." 

This was, perhaps, pressing her strength 
too far ; at all events, the inj auction came so 
unexpectedly, that a pause followed it, and 
they waited with painful expectation to see what 
she would do. For upwards of a minute she 
sat silent, and her lips moved as if she were 
communing with herself. At length she rose 
up, and stooping down kissed her lover's cheek, 
then, taking his hand as before between hers, 
she said in a voice astonishingly calm, 

" Charles, farewell — remember that I am 
your Jane Sinclair. Alas !" she added, " I 
am weak and feeble — help me out of the 
room." 
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Both her parents assisted her to leave it, but 
on reaching the door she drew back involun- 
tarily, on hearing Osborne's struggles to detain 
her. 

" Papa," she said, with a look inexpressibly 
woe-begone and suppliant — " Mamma !" 

" Sweet child, what is it ?" said both. 

" Let me take one last look of him — it will 
be the last — but not — I — I trust, the last act of 
my duty to you both." 

She turned round and gazed upon him for 
some time — her features, as she looked, shaded 
into an expression of deep despair. 

" He is gone !" she exclaimed, " he is gone, 
and I feel that it is for ever. I feel something 
whispering here," and she laid her hand on her 
heart as she spoke, " I feel a voice in my heart 
that bids a long, a last farewell — a farewell for 
ever !" 

" Do not say so, darling," replied her pa- 
rents — " he will return with renewed health 
and increased affection, and you will both lead 
a life of happiness together." 

G 2 
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" No," said she, " we shall never meet again 
—I feel it." 

Such was their leave-taking — thus did they 
separate. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



In the history of the affections we know that 
circumstances sometimes occur, where duty and 
inclination maintain a conflict so nicely ba- 
lanced as to render it judicious not to exact a 
fulfilment of the former, lest by deranging the 
structure of our moral feelings, we render the 
mind either insensible to their existence, or 
incapable of regulating them. This observation 
applies only to those subordinate positions of 
life which involve no great principle of conduct, 
and violate no cardinal point of human duty. 
We ought neither to do evil nor suffer evil to 
be done, where our authority can prevent it, 
in order that good may follow. But in 
matters where our own will creates the 
offence, it is in some pecuUar cases not only 
prudent but necessary to avoid straining a 
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mind naturally delicate beyond the powers 
which we know it to possess. We think, for 
instance, that it was wrong in Mr. Sinclair, 
at a moment when the act of separating from 
Osborne might have touched the feelings of 
his daughter into that softness which lightens 
and relieves the heart," abruptly to suppress 
emotions so natural, by exacting a proof of 
obedience too severe and oppressive to the 
heart of one who loved as Jane did. She 
knew it was her duty to obey him the moment 
he expressed his wish ; but he was bound by 
no duty to demand such an unnecessary proof 
of her obedience. The immediate consequences, 
however, made him sufficiently sensible of his 
error, and taught him that a knowledge of 
the human heart is the most difficult task 
which a parent has to learn. 

Jane, conducted by her parents, having 
reached another apartment, sat down — her 
father taking a chair on one side, and her 
mother on the other. 

" My darling," said Mr. Sinclair, " I will 
never forget this proof of your obedience to 
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me, on so trying an occasion. I knew I might 
rely upon my daughter." 

Jane, in the mean time, had undergone a 
most singular change. The despair and sorrow 
which had sat upon her countenance suddenly 
disappeared, and, instead of replying to her 
father, she sat apparently wrapped up in an 
ecstacy of calm and unbroken delight. The 
smile of happiness with which she contemplated 
them, contrasted so strongly with the agony 
which they knew she must have felt, that her 
parents, each from an apprehension of alarming 
the other, feared openly to allude to it, 
although they felt their hearts sink in dismay 
and terror. 

*' Jane, why do you not speak to your papa 
and me ?" said her mother ; " speak to us, 
love, speak to us — if it was only one word." 

She appeared not to hear this, nor to be at 
all alFected by her mother's voice or words. 
After the latter spoke she smiled again, and 
immediately putting up her long white fingers 
through the ringlets that shaded her cheek, 
she pulled them down as one would do who 
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felt anxious to take out the curls — pressing 
them with slight convulsive energy as they 
passed through her fingers. 

" Henry dear, what — what is the matter with 
her ?" inquired her mother, whose face became 
pale with alarm. " Oh ! what is wrong with 
my child ! — she does not know us ! — Gracious 
heaven, what is this !" 

" Jane, my love, won't you speak to your 
papa ?" said Mr. Sinclair. — " Speak to me, 
my darling, — it is I, — it is your own papa that 
asks you." 

She looked up, and seemed for a moment 
struggling to recover a consciousness of her 
situation ; but it passed away, and the 
scarcely perceptible meaning which began 
almost to become visible in her eye, was again 
succeeded by that smile which they now so 
much dreaded to see. 

The old man shook his head, and looked 
with a brow darkened by sorrow, first upon 
his daughter, and afterwards upon his wife. 

" My heart's delight," he exclaimed, address- 
ing the former, " I fear I have demanded 
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more from your obedience than you could 
perform without danger to yourself. I wish I 
had allowed her grief to flow, and not required 
such an abrupt and unseasonable proof of her 
duty. It was too severe an injunction to a 
creature so mild and aiFectionate, — and would 
to God that I had not sought it!" 

" Would to heaven that you had not, my 
dear Henry. — Let us try, however, and move 
her heart, — if tears could come she would be 
relieved." 

" Bring Agnes in," said her father, " bring 
in Agnes, — she may succeed better with her 
than we can, — and if Charles be not already 
gone, there is no use in distressing him by 
at all alluding to her situation. She is only 
overpowered, I trust, and will soon recover." 

The mother, on her way to bring Agnes to 
her sister, met the rest of the family return- 
ing to the house after having taken leave of 
Osborne. The two girls were weeping, for 
they looked upon him as already a brother; 
whilst William, in a good-humoured tone, ban- 
tered them for their want of firmness. 



136 JANE SINCLAIR ; OR, 

" I think, mother," said he, " they are all in 
love with him, if they would admit it. Why, 
here's Maria and Agnes, and I dare say 
they're making as great a rout about him as 
Jane herself ! — But, bless me ! what's the mat- 
ter, mother, that you look so pale and full of 
alarm ?" 

" It's Jane — it's Jane," said Agnes. " Mother, 
there's something wrong !" and as she spoke 
she stopped, with uplifted hands, apparently 
fastened to the earth. 

" My poor child!" exclaimed her mother, 
— " for heaven's sake come in, Agnes. — Oh, 
heaven grant that it may soon pass away. 
Agnes, dear girl, you know her best — come 
in quick; her papa wants you to try what you 
can do with her." 

In a moment this loving family, with pale 
faces and beating hearts, stood in a circle 
about their affectionate and beautiful sister. 
Jane sat with her passive hand tenderly 
pressed between her father's, — smiling ; but 
whether in unconscious happiness or uncon- 
scious misery, who, aias ! can say ? 
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"You see she knows none of us," said 
her mother. " Neither her papa nor me. 
Speak to her each of you, in turn. Perhaps 
you may be more successful. Agnes" 

" She will know me," replied Agnes ; " I 
am certain she will know me :" — and the 
delightful girl spoke with an energy that was 
based upon the confidence of that love which 
subsisted between them. Maria and her brother 
both burst into tears ; but Agnes's affection 
rose above the mood of ordinary grief. The 
confidence that her beloved sister's tenderness 
for her would enable her to touch a chord in 
a heart so utterly her own as Jane's was, 
assumed upon this occasion the character of 
a wild but mournful enthusiasm, that was 
much more expressive of her attachment than 
could the loudest and most vehement sorrow. 

" If she could but shed tears," said her 
mother, wringing her hands. 

" She will," returned Agnes, V she will. 
Jane," she exclaimed, " Jane, don't you know 
your own Agnes ? — your own Agnes, Jane ?" 

The family waited in silence for half a 
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minute, but their beloved one smiled on, and 
gave not the slightest token of recognising 
either Agnes's person or her voice. Sometimes 
her lips moved, and she appeared to be 
repeating certain words to herself, but in a 
voice so low and indistinct that no one could 
catch them. 

Agnes's enthusiasm abandoned her on seeing 
that that voice to which her own dearest sister 
ever sweetly and lovingly responded, fell upon 
her ear as an idle and unmeaning sound. Her 
face became deadly pale, and her lip quivered 
as she again addressed the unconscious girl. 
Once more she took her hand in her's, and 
placing herself before her, put her fingers to 
her cheek in order to arrest her attention. 

"Jane, look upon me: look upon me; — 
that's a sweet child, — look upon me. Sure I am 
Agnes — your own Agnes, who will break her 
heart if my sweet sister doesn't speak to her." 

The stricken one raised her head, and looked 
into her face ; but it was, alas I too apparent 
that she saw her not; for the eye, though 
smiling, was still vacant. Again her lips 
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moved, and she spoke so as to be understood; 
turning her eyes at the same time towards the 
door through which she had entered. 

" Yes," she exclaimed, in the same low, 
placid voice, " yes, he is gone for ever — gone 
for ever." 

"Jane," said Maria, taking her hapd from 
Agnes's, "Jane, speak to Maria, dear. Am 
not I, too, your own Maria? that loves you 
not less than — my darling, darling child — they 
do not live that love you better than your own 
Maria ; — in pity, darhng, in pity speak to me !" 

The only reply was a smile, that rose into 
the murmuring music of a low laugh ; but this 
soon ceased, her countenance became troubled, 
and her finely pencilled brows knit, as if with 
an inward sense of physical pain. — William, her 
father, her mother, each successively addressed 
her, but to no purpose. Though a slight 
change had taken place, they could not succeed 
in awakening her reason to a perception of the 
circumstances in which she was placed. They 
only saw that the unity of her thought, or of 
the image whose beauty veiled the faculties 
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of her mind, was broken, and that some other 
memory, painful in its nature, had come in to 
disturb the serenity of her unreal happiness; 
but this, which ought to have given them hope, 
only alarmed them the more. The father, 
while these tender and affecting experiments 
were tried, sat beside her, his eyes labouring 
under a weight of deep and indescribable 
calamity, and turning from her face to the 
faces of those who attempted to recall her 
reason, with a mute expression of sorrow 
which called up from the depths of their sister's 
misery a feeling of compassion for the old man 
whom she had so devotedly loved. 

" My father's heart is breaking," said 
William, in a voice of deep distress. " Father, 
your face frightens me more than Jane's ; — 
don't, father, don't. She is young, — it will pass 
away — and, father dear, where is your reliance 
upon higher — upon higher aid !" 

" Dear Henry," said his wife, " you should 
be our support. It is the business of your 
life to comfort and sustain the afflicted." 

"Papa," said Agnes, "come with me for 
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a few minutes, until you recover the shock 
which — which " 

She stopped, and dropping her head upon 
the knees of her smiling and apparently happy 
sister, wept aloud. 

" Agnes — Agnes," said William, (they were 
all in tears except her father and himself,) 
" Agnes, I am ashamed of you — ashamed of 
you ;" — yet his own voice faltered. " Father, 
come with me for a little. You will, when 
alone for a few minutes, bethink you of your 
duty — for it is your duty to bear this not only 
as becomes a Christian man but a Christian 
minister, who is bound to give us example as 
well as precept." 

" I know it, William, I know it ; — and you 
shall witness my fortitude, my patience, my 
resignation under this — I will retire. But 
is she not — alas ! I should say, was she not my 
youngest and my dearest ? You admit your- 
selves she was the best." 

" Father, come," said William. 

"Dear father — dear papa, go with him," 
said Agnes. 
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"My father," said Maria, "as he said to 
her, will be himself." 

" I will go," said the old man ; " I know how 
to be firm ; I will reflect ; I will pray ; I will 
— weep. I must, I must " 

He pressed the beautiful creature to his 
bosom, kissed her lips, and as he hung over 
her, his tears fell in torrents upon her cheeks. 

Oh ! what a charm must be in sympathy, and 
in the tears which it sheds over the afflicted, 
when those of the grey-haired father could 
soothe his daughter's soul into that sorrow 
which is so often a relief to the miserable and 
disconsolate ! When .Tane first felt his tears 
upon her cheeks, she started slightly, and the 
smile departed from her countenance. As he 
pressed her to his heart she struggled a little, 
and putting her arms out, she turned up her 
eyes upon his face, and after a long, struggle 
between memory and insanity, at length 
whispered out *' papa !" 

"You are with me, darling," he ex claimed j 
" and I am with you, too : and here we are all 
about you,— your mother, and Agnes, and all." 
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" Yes, yes," she replied ; '* but, papa, — and 
where is my mamma ?" 

" I am her€, my own love ; here I am, 
Jane, collect yourself, my treasure. You are 
overcome with sorrow. The parting with 
Charles Osborne has been too much for you." 

" Perhaps it was wrong to mention his 
name," whispered William. " May it not 
occasion a relapse, mother ?" 

" No," she replied. " I want to touch her 
heart, and get her to weep if possible." 

Her daughter's fingers were again involved 
in the tangles of her beautiful ringlets, and 
once more was the sweet but vacant smile 
returning to her lips. 

" May God relieve her and us," said Maria ; 
" the darling child is relapsing !" 

Agnes felt so utterly overcome, that she 
stooped, and throwing her arms around her 
neck wept aloud, with her cheek laid to Jane's. 

Again the warmth of her tears upon the 
afflicted one's face seemed to soothe or awaken 
her. She looked up, and with a troubled face 
exclaimed. 
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" I hope I am not ! — Agnes, you are good, 
and never practised deceit, — am I ? am I ?" 

'\Are you what, love? are you what, Jane, 
darling ?" 

" Am I a castaway ? I thought I was. I 
believe I am. — Agnes?" 

*' Well, dear girl !" 

" I am afraid of my papa." 

" Why, Jane, should you be afraid of papa. 
Sure you know how he loves you — doats upon 
you !" 

" Because I practised deceit upon him. I 
dissembled to him. I sinned, sinned deeply ; — 
blackly, blackly. I shudder to think of it ;" 
and she shuddered while speaking. 

" Well, but, Jane dear," said her mother sooth- 
ingly, " can you not weep for your fault. Tears 
of repentance can wipe out any crime. Weep, 
my child, weep, and it will relieve your heart." 

" I would like to see my papa," she replied. 
" I should be glad to hear that he forgives me : 
how glad I how glad ! That's all that troubles 
your poor Jane ; all in the world that troubles 
her poor heart — I think." 
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These words were uttered in a tone of such 
deep and inexpressible misery, and with such an 
innocent and child-like unconsciousness of the 
calamity which weighed her down, that no heart 
possessing common humanity could avoid being 
overcome. 

" Look on me, love," exclaimed her father. 
'*Your papa is here, ready to pity and forgive 
you." 

" William," said Agnes, " a thought strikes 
me, — the air that Charles played when they first 
met has been her favourite ever since : you know 
it — go get your flute and play it with as much 
feeling as you can." 

Jane made no reply to her father's words. 
She sat musing, and once or twice put up her 
hand to her side-locks, but immediately withdrew 
it, and again fell into a reverie. Sometimes her 
face brightened into the fatal smile, and again 
* became overshadowed with a gloom that seemed 
to proceed from a feeling of natural grief. In- 
deed the play of meaning and insanity, as they 
chased each other over a countenance so beautiful, 
was an awful sight, even to an indifferent be- 
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holder, much less to those who then stood ahout 
her. 

William in about a minute returned with his 
flute, and placing himself behind her, commenced 
the air in a spirit more mournful probably than any 
in which it had ever before been played. For a 
long time she noticed it not : that is to say, she 
betrayed no external marks of attention to it. 
They could perceive, however, that although she 
neither moved nor looked around her, yet the 
awful play of her features ceased, and their 
expression became more intelligent and natural. 
At length she sighed deeply several times, though 
without appearing to hear the music; and at 
length, without uttering a word to any one of 
them, she laid her head upon her father's bosom, 
and the tears fell in placid torrents down her 
cheeks. By a signal from his hand Mr. Sinclair 
-intimated, that for the present they should be 
silent ; and by another addressed to William, that 
he should play on. He did so, and she wept 
copiously under the influence of that charmed 
melody for more than twenty minutes. 

" It would be well for me," she at length said, 
" that I had never heard that air, or seen him 
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who first sent its melancholy music to my heart. 
He is gone; but when — when will he return? 
Oh! never — never!" 

" Do not take his departure so heavily, dear 
child," said her father. " If you were acquainted 
with life and the world you would know that a 
journey to the Continent is nothing. Two years 
to one so-young as you are will soon pass." 

" It would, papa, if I loved him less. But my 
love for him — my love for him — that now is my 
misery. I must, however, rely upon other 
strength than my own. Papa, kneel down and 
pray for me, — and you, mamma, and all of you ; 
for I fear I am myself incapable of praying as I 
used to do, with an undivided heart." 

Her father knelt down, but knowing her weak 
state of mind, he made his supplication as short 
and simple as might be consistent with the dis- 
charge of a duty so solemn. 

"Now," said she, when it was concluded, 
" will you, mamma, and Agnes, help me to bed ? 
I am very much exhausted, and my heart is sunk 
as if it were never to beat lightly again. It may 
yet : I would hope it,— hope it if I could." 
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They allowed her her own way, and without 
any allusion whatsoever to Charles, or his de- 
parture, more than she had made herself, they 
embraced her ; and in a few minutes she was in 
bed, and as was soon evident to Agnes, who 
watched her, in a sound sleep. 

When the family understood from Agnes that 
Jane had fallen into a slumber, they stole up 
quietly, and standing about her, each looked 
upon her with a long gaze of relief and satis- 
faction ; for they knew that sleep would repair the 
injury which the trial of that day had wrought 
upon a mind so delicately framed as hers. We 
question not but where there is beauty it is still 
more beautiful in sleep. The passions are then 
at rest, and the still harmony of the countenance 
unbroken by the jarring discords and vexations 
of waking life; every feature then falls into its 
natural place, and renders the symmetry of the 
face chaster, whilst its general expression breathes 
more of that tender and pensive character which 
constitutes the highest order of beauty. 

Jane's countenance, in itself so exquisitely 
lovely, was now an object of deep and melancholy 
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interest. Upon it might be observed faint traces 
of those contending emotions whose struggle had 
been on that day so nearly fatal to her mind for 
ever. The smile left behind it a faint and dying 
light, like the dim radiance of a spring evening 
when melting into dusk ; whilst the secret dread 
of becoming a castaway, and the still abiding 
consciousness of having deceived her father, 
blended into the languid serenity of her face a 
slight expression of the pain they had occasioned 
her while awake. 

The next morning all arose earlier than usual, 
in order to watch the mood in which she might 
awake ; and when Agnes, who had been her bed- 
fellow, came down stairs, every eye was turned 
upon her with an anxiety proportioned to the 
disastrous consequences that might result from 
any unfavourable turn in her state of feeling. 

" Agnes," said her father, " how is she ? — in 
what state ? — in what frame of mind ?" 

" She appears much distressed, papa — feels 
conscious that Charles is gone— but as yet has 
made no allusion to their parting yesterday. In- 
deed I do not think she remembers it. She is 
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already up, and begged this moment of me to 
leave her to herself for a little. 

" ' I want strength, Agnes,' said she, * and I 
know there is but one source from which I can 
obtain it. Advice, consolation, and sympathy, 
I may and will receive here ; but strength — 
strength is what I most stand in need of, and 
that only can proceed from him who gives rest 
to the weary heart.' 

" ' You feel too deeply, Jane,' I rephed ; 
* you should try to be firm.' 

" ' I do try, Agnes ; but tell me, have I 
not been unwell, very unwell ?' 

" ' Your feelings, dear Jane, overcame you 
yesterday, as it was natural they should ; but 
now that you are calm, of course you will 
not yield to despondency or melancholy. Your 
dejection, though at present deep, will soon 
pass away, and ere many days you will be as 
cheerful as ever.' 

'"I hope so; but Charles is gone, is he 
not?' 

"'But you know it was necessary that he 
should travel for his health ; besides, have you 
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not formed a plan of correspondence with each 
other ?' 

" Then," proceeded Agnes, " she pulled out 
the locket which contained his hair, and after 
looking on it for about a minute, she kissed it, 
pressed it to her heart, and whilst in the act of 
doing so, a few tears ran down her cheeks." 

" I am glad of that," observed her mother ; 
" it is a sign that this heavy grief will not long 
abide upon her." 

" She then desired me," continued Agnes, 
" to leave her, and expressed a sense of her own 
weakness, and the necessity of spiritual sup- 
port, as I have already told you. I am sure 
the worst is over." 

" Blessed be God, I trust it is," said her 
father ; " but whilst I live, I will never demand 
from her such a proof of her obedience as that 
which I imposed upon her yesterday. She will 
soon be down to breakfast, and we must treat 
the dear girl kindly, and gently, and affection- 
ately ; tenderly, tenderly must she be treated ; 
and, children, much depends upon you — keep 
her mind engaged. You have music — play more 



152 Jane Sinclair; or, 

than you do — read more — walk more — sing more. 
If this engages and relieves her mind, it will 
answer an important purpose ; but at all events 
it will be time well spent, and that is some- 
thing." 

When Jane appeared at breakfast, she was 
paler than usual ; but then the expression of 
her countenance, though pensive, was natural. 
Mr. Sinclair placed her between himself and 
her mother, and each kissed her in silence ere 
she sat down. 

" I have been very unwell yesterday, papa : 
I know I must have been ; but I have made my 
mind up to bear his absence with fortitude — 
not that it is his mere absence which I feel so 
severely, but an impressiorl that we are never 
to see each other again." 

" Impressions of that kind, my dear child, 
are the result of low spirits, and a nervous 
habit. You should not suffer your mind to be 
disturbed by them ; for, when it is weakened 
by suffering, they gather strength, and some- 
times become formidable." 

" There is no bearing my calamity, papa, as 
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it ought to be borne, without the grace of 
God, and you know we must pray to be made 
worthy of that. I dare say if I am resigned 
and submissive that my usual cheerfulness will 
gradually return. I have confidence in heaven, 
papa, but none in my own strength, or I should 
rather say in my own weakness. My attach- 
ment to Charles resembles a disease more than 
a healthy and rational passion. I know it is 
excessive, and indeed I think its excess is a 
disease. Yet it is singular I do not fear my 
heart, papa, but I do my head ; here is where 
the danger lies — here — here ;" and as she spoke, 
she applied her hand to her forehead, and gave 
a faint smile of melancholy apprehension. 

" Wait, Jane," said her brother; "just wait 
for a week or ten days, and if you don't scold 
yourself for being now so childish, why never 
call me brother again. Sure I understand these 
things like a philosopher. I have been three 
times in love myself." 

Jane looked at him, and a faint sparkle of her 
usual good nature lit up her countenance. 

" Didn't I tell you," he proceeded, addressing 
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them — " look ; why I'll soon have her as merry 
as a kid." 

" But who were you in love with, William ?" 
asked Agnes. 

" I was smitten first with Kate Sharpe, the 
appleworaan, in consideration of her charming 
method of giving me credit for fruit when I was 
a schoolboy, and had no money. I thought her 
a very interesting woman, I assure you, and 
preferred my suit to her with signal success. I 
say signal, because you know she was then, as 
she is now, very hard of hearing, and I was 
forced to pay my court to her by si^ns" 

" Dear William," said she, " I see your 
motive, and love you for it ; but it is too soon-^ 
my spirits are not yet in tone for mirth or 
pleasantry — but they will be — they will be. I 
know it is too bad to permit an affliction that is 
merely sentimental to bear me down in this 
manner ; but I cannot help it, and you must 
all only look on me as a weak foolish girl, and 
forgive me, and pity me. Mamma, I will lie 
down again, for I feel I am not well ; and oh, 
papa, if you ever prayed with fervour and sin- 
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cerity, pray for strength to your own Jane, and 
happiness to her stricken heart." 

She then retired, and for the remainder of 
that day confined herself partly to her bed, and 
altogether to her chamber : and it was observed, 
that from the innocent caprices of a sickly spirit, 
she called Agnes, and her mother, and Maria — 
sometimes one, and sometimes another — and had 
them always about her, each to hear a particu- 
lar observation that occurred to her, or to 
ask some simple question of no importance to 
any person, except to one whose mind had 
become too sensitive upon the subject which 
altogether engrossed it. Towards evening she 
had a long fit of weeping, after which she ap- 
peared more calm and resigned. She made 
her mother read her a chapter in the Bible, 
and expressed a resolution to bear every thing, 
she said, as became one she hoped not yet 
beyond the reach of divine grace and Christian 
consolation. 

After a second night's sleep she arose consi- 
derably relieved from the gloomy grief which 
had nearly wrought such a dreadful change in 
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her intellect. Her father's plan of imperceptibly 
engaging her attention by instruction and amuse- 
ment, was carried into effect by him and her sis- 
ters with such singular success, that ere the 
lapse of a month she was almost restored to 
her wonted spirits. We say almost, because 
it was observed that, notwithstanding her ap- 
parent serenity, she never afterwards reached 
the same degree of cheerfulness, nor so richly 
exhibited in her complexion that purple glow 
the hue of which lies like a visible charm upon 
the cheek of youthful beauty. 

Time, however, is the best philosopher, and 
our heroine found that ere many weeks' she 
could, with the exception of slight intervals, 
look back upon the day of separation from 
Osborne, and forward to the expectation of his 
return, with a calmness of spirit by no means 
unpleasing to one who had placed such unlimited 
confidence in his affection. His first letter 
soothed, relieved, transported her. Indeed, so 
completely was she overcome on receiving it, 
that the moment it was placed in her hands, 
her eyes seemed to have been changed into light, 
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her limbs trembled with the agitation of a hap- 
piness so intense, and she at length sank into 
an ecstacy of joy, which was only relieved by a 
copious flood of tears. 

For two years after this their correspondence 
was as regular as the uncertain motions of a 
tourist could permit it. Jane appeared to be 
happy, and she was so within the limits of an 
enjoyment, narrowed in its character by the con- 
tingency arising from time and distance, and 
the other probabilities of disappointment which 
a timid heart and a pensive fancy will too often 
shape into certainty. Fits of musing and melan- 
choly she often had without any apparent cause, 
and when gently taken to task, or remonstrated 
with concerning them, she has only replied by 
weeping, or admitted that she could by no means 
account for her depression, except by saying 
that she believed it to be a defect in the habit 
and temper of her mind. 

His tutor's letters, both to Charles's father and 
hers, were nearly as welcome to Jane as his 
own. He, in fact, could say that for his pupil, 
which his pupil's modesty would not permit him 
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to say for himself. Oh ! how her heart glowed 
and conscious pride sparkled in her eye, when 
that worthy man described the character of 
manly beauty which time and travel had gradu- 
ally given to his person ! And when his pro- 
gress in knowledge and accomplishments, and 
the development of his taste and judgment 
became the theme of his tutor's panegyric, she 
could not listen without betraying the vehement 
enthusiasm of a passion, which absence and 
time had only strengthened in her bosom. 

These letters induced a series of sensations at 
once novel and delightful, and such as were cal- 
culated to give zest to an attachment thus left to 
support itself, not from the presence of its object, 
but from the memory of tenderness that had already 
gone by. She knew Charles Osborne only as a 
boy — a beautiful boy it is true — and he knew her 
only as a graceful creature, whose extremely 
youthful appearance made it difficult whether to 
consider her merely as an advanced girl, or as a 
young female who had just passed into the first 
stage of womanhood. But now her fancy and 
affection had both room to indulge in that viva- 
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€ious play which delights to pahit a lover absent 
under such circumstances in the richest hues of 
imaginary beauty. 

" How will he look," she would say to her 
sister Agnes, " when he returns a young man, 
settled into the fulness of his growth ? Taller he 
will be, and much more manly in his deportment. 
But is there no danger, Agnes, of his losing in 
grace, in delicacy of complexion, in short, of 
losing in beauty what he may gain otherwise ?" 

" No, my dear, not in the least ; you will be 
ten times prouder of him after his return than 
you ever were. There is something much more 
noble and dignified in the love of a man than in 
that of a boy, and you will feel this on seeing 
him." 

" In that case, Agnes, I shall have to fall in love 
with him over again, and to fall in love with the 
same individual twice, will certainly be rather a 
novel case — a double passion, at least, you will 
grant, Agnes." 

" But he will experience sensations quite as 
singular on seeing you, when he returns. You 
are as much changed — improved I mean — in your 
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person, as he can be for his life. If he is now 
a fine, full grown young man, you are a tall, 
elegant — I don't want to flatter you, Jane — I 
need not say graceful, for that you always were, 
but I may add with truth, a majestic young wo- 
man. Why, you will scarcely know each other." 

" You do flatter me, Agnes ; but am I so much 
improved ?" , 

" Indeed you are quite a different girl from 
what you were when he saw you." 

" I am glad of it ; but as I told him once, it 
is on his account that I am so glad ; do you know, 
Agnes, I never was vain of my beauty until I 
saw Charles ?" 

" Did you ever feel proud in being beautiful 
in the eyes of another, Jane?" i 

" No, I never did — why should I ?" 

" Well, that is not vanity — it is only love 
visible in a diff"erent aspect, and not the least 
amiable either, my dear." 

" Well, I should be much more melancholy 
than I am, were not my fancy so often engaged 
in picturing to myself the change which may be 
on him when he returns. The feeling it occasions 
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is novel and agreeable, sometimes, indeed, 
delightful, and so far sustains me when I am 
inclined to be gloomy. But believe me, Agnes, 
I could love Charles Osborne even if he were 
not handsome. I could love him for his mind, 
his principles, and especially for his faithful and 
constant heart." 

" And for all these would he deserve your love ; 
but you remember what you told me once : it 
seems he has not yet seen a girl that he thinks 
more handsome that you are. Did you not 
mention to me that he said when he did, he would 
cease to write to you, and cease to love you? 
You see he is constant." 

" Yes ; but did I not then tell you the sense 
in which he meant it ?" 

" Yes ; and now you throw a glance at your- 
self in the glass ! Oh, Jane, Jane, the best of 
us and the freest from imperfection is not without 
a little pride and vanity ; but don't be too con- 
fident, my saucy beauty; consider that you 
complained to William yesterday, about the 
unusual length of time that has elapsed since 
you received his last letter, and yet he could 
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write to his fa What, what, dear girl, what's 

the matter ? you are as pale as death." 

" Because, Agnes, I never think of that but 
my heart and spirits sink. It has been one of 
the secret causes of my occasional depressions 
ever since he went. I cannot tell why, but 
from the moment the words were spoken, I have 
not been without a presentiment of evil." 

" Even upon your own showing, Jane, that is 
an idle and groundless impression, and unworthy 
the affection which you know, and which we all 
know he bears you ; dismiss it, dear Jane, dismiss 
it, and do not give yourself the habit of creating 
imaginary evils." 

" I know I am prone to such a habit, and am 
probably too much of a visionary for my own 
happiness; but setting that gloomy presentiment 
aside, have you not, Agnes, been struck with 
several hints in his letters, both to me and his 
father, unfavourable to the state of his health ?" 

" That, you will allow, could not be very ill, 
when he was able to continue his travels." 

" True, but according to his own admission 
his arrangements were frequently broken up, by 
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the fact of his being * unwell,' and ' not in con- 
dition to travel,' and so did not reach the places 
in time to which he had requested me to direct 
many of my letters. I fear, Agnes, that his 
health has not been so much improved by the air 
of the Continent as we hoped it would." 

" I have only to say this, Jane, that if he 
does not appreciate your aflfection as he ought 
to do, then God forgive him. He will be guilty 
of a crime against the purest attachment of the 
best of hearts, as well as against truth and 
honour. I hope he may be worthy of you, and 
I am sure he will. He is now in Bath, however, 
and will soon be with us." 

" I am divided, Agnes, by two principles — if 
they may be called such — or if you will, by two 
moods of mind, or states of feeling; one of 
them is faith and trust in his affection — how can 
I doubt it? — the other is my malady, I believe, 
a gloom, an occasional despondency for which I 
cannot account, and which I am not able to shake 
off. My faith and trust, however, will last, and 
his return will dispel the other." 

This, in fact, was a true state of the faithful 
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girl's heart. From the moment Osborne went 
to travel, her affection, though full of the tender- 
est enthusiasm, lay under the deep shadow of 
that gloom which was occasioned by the first, 
and we may say the only act of insincerity she 
was ever guilty of towards her father. The 
reader knows that even this act was not a delibe- 
rate one, but merely the hurried evasion of a 
young and bashful girl, who, had her sense of 
moral delicacy been less acute, might have never 
bestowed a moment's subsequent consideration 
upon it. Let our fair young readers, however, 
be warned even by this very slight deviation from 
truth, and let them also remember that one act of 
dissimulation may, in the little world of their 
own moral sentiments and affections, lay the 
foundation for calamities under which their hopes 
and their happiness in consequence of that act 
may absolutely perish. Still are we bound to 
say that Jane's deportment during the period 
stipulated upon for Osborne's absence was admi- 
rably decorous, and replete with moral beauty. 
Her moments of enjoyment derived from his 
letters were fraught with an innocent simplicity 
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of delight, in fine keeping with a heart so full of 
youthful fervour and attachment. And when her 
imagination became occasionally darkened by that 
gloom which she termed her malady, nothing 
could be more impressive than the tone of deep 
and touching piety which mingled with and eleva- 
ted her melancholy into a cheerful solemnity of 
spirit, that swayed by its pensive dignity the 
habits and affections of her whole family. 

'Tis true she was one of a class rarely to be 
found among even the highest of her own sex, 
and her attachment was consequently that of a 
heart utterly incapable of loving twice. Her first 
affection was too steadfast and decisive ever to be 
changed, and at the same time too full and 
unreserved to maintain the materials for a second 
passion. The impression she received was too 
deep ever to be erased. She might weep — she 
might mourn — she might sink — her soul might 
be bowed down to the dust — her heart might 
break — she might die— but she never, never 
could love again. That heart was his palace, 
where the monarch of her affections reigned— 
but remove his throne, and it became the sepul- 



166 , JANE SINCLAIR; OR, 

chre of her own hopes — the ruin, haunted by the 
moping brood of her own sorrows. Often, indeed, 
did her family wonder at the freshness of memory 
manifested in the character of her love for 
Osborne. There was nothing transient, nothing 
forgotten, nothing perishable in her devotion to 
him. In truth, it had something of divinity in 
it. Every thing past, and much also of the 
future was present to her. Osborne breathed 
and lived at the expiration of two years, just as 
he had done the day before he set out on his 
travels. In her heart he existed as an undying 
principle, and the duration of her love for him 
seemed likely to be limited only by those laws of 
nature, which, in the course of time, carry the 
heart beyond the memory of all human affections. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



It v/ould, indeed, be almost impossible to see 
a creature so lovely and angelic, as was our 
heroine, about the period when Osborne was 
expected to return. Retaining all the graceful 
elasticity of motion that characterised her when 
first introduced to our readers, she was now 
taller and more majestic in her person, rounder 
and with more symmetry in her figure, and also 
more conspicuous for the singular ease and 
harmony of her general deportment. Her hair, 
too, now grown to greater luxuriance, had be- 
come several shades deeper, and of course was 
much more rich than when Charles saw it last. 
But if there was any thing that more than 
another gave an expression of tenderness to 
her beauty, it was the under-tone of colour — 
the slightly perceptible paleness which marked 
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her complexion as that of a person whose heart 
though young had already been made acquainted 
with some early sorrow. 

Had her lover then seen her, and witnessed 
the growth of charms that had taken place 
during his absence, he and she might both, alas, 
have experienced another and kinder destiny. 

The ,time at length arrived when Charles, as 
had been settled upon by both their parents, 
was expected to return. During the three 
months previous he had been at Bath, accom- 
panied of course by his friend and tutor. Up 
to a short time previous to his arrival there, 
his communications to his parents and to Jane 
were not only punctual and regular, but remark- 
able for the earnest spirit of dutiful aflfection 
and fervid attachment which they breathed to 
both. It is true that his father had during the 
whole period of his absence been cognizant of 
that which the vigilance of Jane's love for him 
only suspected — I allude to the state of his 
health, which it seems occasionally betrayed 
symptoms of his hereditary complaint. 

This gave Mr. Osborne deep concern, for he 
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had hoped that so long a residence in more 
genial climates would have gradually removed 
from his son's constitution that tendency to de- 
cline which was so much dreaded by them all. 
Still he was gratified to hear, that with the ex- 
ception of those slight recurrences, the boy 
grew fast, and otherwise with a healthy energy, 
into manhood. The principles he had set out 
with were unimpaired by the influence of con- 
tinental profligacy. His mind was enlarged, his 
knowledge greatly extended, and his taste and 
manners polished to a degree so unusual, that 
he soon became the ornament of every circle 
in which he moved. His talents, now ripe and 
cultivated, were not only of a high, but also of 
a striking and brilliant character — much too 
commanding and powerful, as every one said, 
to be permitted to sink into the obscurity of 
private life. 

This language was not without its due im- 
pression upon young Osborne's mind ; for his 
tutor could observe that soon after his return 
to England he began to have fits of musing, 
and was often abstracted, if not absolutely 
VOL. I. I 
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gloomy. He could also perceive a disinclination 
to write home, for which he felt it impossible 
to account. At first he attributed this to ill 
health, or to those natural depressions which 
frequently precede or accompany it ; but at 
length on seeing his habitual absences increase, 
he inquired in a tone of friendly sympathy, too 
sincere to be doubted, why it was that a change 
so unusual had become so remarkably visible 
in his spirits. 

" I knew not," replied Osborne, " that it was 
so ; I myself have not observed what you speak 
of." 

" Your manner, indeed, is much changed," 
said his friend ; " you appear to me, and I 
dare say to others, very like a man whose mind 
is engaged upon the consideration of some sub- 
ject that is deeply painful to him, and of which 
he knows not how to dispose. If it be so, my 
dear Osborne, command my advice, my sym- 
pathy, my friendship." 

" I assure you, my dear friend, I was per- 
fectly unconscious of this. But that I have 
for some time past been thinking more seriously 
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than usual of the position in society which I 
ought to select, I grant you. You are pleased 
to flatter me with the possession of talents that 
you say might enable any man to reach a com- 
manding station in public life. Now, for what 
purpose are talents given ? or am I justified 
in slinking away into obscurity, when I might 
create my own fortune, perhaps my own rank, 
by rendering some of the noblest services to 
my country? The wish to leave behind one a 
a name that cannot die, is indeed a splendid 
ambition !" 

" I thought," replied the other, " that you 
had already embraced views of a different cha- 
racter, entered into by your father to promote 
your own happiness." 

Osborne started, blushed, and for more than 
half a minute returned no answer. " True," 
said he at last, " true, / had forgotten that" 

His tutor immediately perceived that an am- 
bition not unnatural, indeed, to a young man 
possessing such fine talents, had strongly seized 
upon his heart, and knowing as he did his at- 
tachment to Jane, he would have advised his 
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immediate return home, had it not been already- 
determined on, in consequence of medical ad- 
vice, that he himself should visit Bath for the 
benefit of his health, and his pupil could by no 
arguments be dissuaded from accompanying 
him. 

This brief view of Osborne's intentions, at 
the close of the period agreed on for his return, 
was necessary to explain an observation made 
by Agnes in the last dialogue which we have 
given between herself and her younger sister. 
We allude to the complaint which she playfully 
charged Jane with having made to her brother 
concerning the length of time which had elapsed 
since she last heard from her lover. The truth 
is, that with the exception of Jane herself, both 
families were even then deeply troubled in con- 
sequence of a letter addressed by Charles's 
tutor to Mr. Osborne. That letter was the 
last which the amiable gentleman .ever wrote, 
for he had not been in Bath above a week when 
he sank suddenly under a disease of the heart, 
to which he had for some years been subject. 
His death, which distressed young Osborne 
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very much, enabled him, however, to plead the 
necessity of attending his friend's obsequies, in 
reply to his father's call on him to return to his 
family. The next letter stated that he would 
not lose a moment in complying with his wishes, 
as no motive existed to detain him from home, 
and the third expressed the uncommon benefit 
which he had, during his brief residence there, 
experienced from the use of the waters. Against 
this last argument the father had nothing to 
urge. His son's health was to him a con- 
sideration paramount to every other, and he 
wrote to Charles that if he found himself im- 
proved either by the air or by the waters of 
Bath, he should not hurry his return as he had 
intended. " Only write to your friends," said 
he, " they are as anxious for the perfect estab- 
lishment of your health as I am." 

This latter correspondence between Mr. 
Osborne and his son was submitted to Mr. 
Sinclair, that it might be mentioned to serve 
as an apology for Charles's delay in replying to 
Jane's last letter. This step was suggested by 
Mr. Sinclair himself, who dreaded the conse- 
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quences which any appearance of neglect might 
have upon a heart so liable to droop as that of 
his gentle daughter. Jane, who was easily de- 
pressed, but not suspicious, smiled at the sim- 
plicity of her papa, as she said, in deeming it 
necessary to make any apology for Charles 
Osborne's not writing to her by return of 
post. 

" It will be time enough," she added, " when 
his letters get cool, and come but seldom, to 
make excuses for him. Surely, my dear papa, 
if any one blamed him, I myself would be, and 
ought to be the first to defend him." 

" Yet," observed William, " you could com- 
plain to me about his letting a letter of yours 
stand over a fortnight, before he answered it. 
Jane — Jane — there's no knowing you girls ; par- 
ticularly when you're in love ; but indeed, then 
you don't know yourselves, so how should we ?" 

" But, papa," she added, looking earnestly 
upon him ; " it is rather strange that you are 
so anxious to apologise for Charles. I cannot 
question my papa, and I shall not ; but yet, 
upon second thoughts, it is very strange." 
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" No, my love, but I would not have you a 
day uneasy." 

" Well," she replied, musing — but with a 
keen eye bent alternately upon him and Wil- 
liam ; " it is a simple case, I myself have a 
very ready solution for his want of punctuality, 
if it can be called such, or if it continue such." 

" And pray what is it, Jane?" asked William. 

" Excuse me, dear William — if I told you 
it might reach him, and then he might shape 
his conduct to meet it — I may mention it some 
day, though ; but I hope there will never be 
occasion. Papa, don't you ask me, because if 
you do, I shall feel it my duty to tell you ; 
and I would rather not, sir, except you press 
me. But why after all, should I make a 
secret of it ? It is, papa, the test of all things, 
as well as of Charles's punctuality, — for, of 
his affection I will never doubt. It is time-— 
time ; but indeed I wish you had not spoken 
to me about it ; I was not uneasy." 

The poor girl judged Osborne through a 
misapprehension which, had she known more of 
life, or even closely reflected upon his neglect 
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in writing to her, would have probably caused 
her to contemplate his conduct in a different 
light. She thought because his letters were 
nearly as frequent since his return to England, 
as they had been during his tour on the Con- 
tinent, that the test of his respect and attach- 
ment was sustained. In fact, she was ignorant 
that he had written several letters of late to 
his own family, without having addressed to 
her a single line ; or even mentioned her name, 
and this circumstance was known to them all, 
with the exception of herself, as was the 
tutor's previous letter, of which she had never 
heard. 

It was no wonder, therefore, that her father, 
who was acquainted with this, and entertained 
such serious apprehensions for his daughter's 
state of mind, should feel anxious, that until 
Osborne's conduct were better understood, no 
doubt of his sincerity should reach the confid- 
ing girl's heart. The old man, however, un- 
consciously acted upon his own impressions 
rather than on Jane's knowledge of what had 
occurred. In truth, he forgot that the actual 
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State of the matter was unknown to her, and 
the consequence was, that m attemptmg to 
efface an impression which did not exist, he 
alarmed her suspicion by his mysterious earnest- 
ness of manner, and thereby created the very 
uneasiness which he wished to remove. 

From this day forward, Jane's eye became 
studiously vigilant of the looks and motions of 
the family. Her melancholy returned, but it 
was softer and serener than it had ever been 
before ; so did the mild but pensive spirit of 
devotion which had uniformly accompanied it. 
The sweetness of her manner was irresistible, 
if not affecting, for there breathed through the 
composure of her beautiful countenance an air 
of mingled sorrow and patience, so finely 
blended, that it was difficult to determine, on 
looking at her, whether she secretly rejoiced 
or mourned. 

A few days more brought another letter 
from Osborne to his father, which contained a 
proposal for which the latter, in consequence 
of the tutor's letter, was not altogether un- 
prepared. It was a case put to the father for 

i2 
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the purpose of ascertaining whether, if he, 
Charles, were offered an opportunity of ap- 
pearing in pubhc hfe, he would recommend 
him to accept it. He did not say that such 
an opening had actually presented itself, but 
he strongly urged his father's permission to 
embrace it if it should. 

This communication was immediately laid 
before Mr. Sinclair, who advised his friend, 
ere he took any other step, or hazarded an 
opinion upon it, to require from Charles an 
explicit statement of the motives which induced 
him to solicit such a sanction. " Until we 
know what he means," said he, "it is im- 
possible for us to know how to advise him. 
That he has some ambitious project in view, is 
certain. Mr. Harvey (his tutor's) letter and 
this both prove it." 

" But in the meantime, Mr. Sinclair, we 
must endeavour to put such silly projects out 
of his head, my dear friend. I am more 
troubled about that sweet girl, than about any 
thing else. I cannot understand his neglect 
of her." 
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" Few, indeed, are worthy of that angel," re- 
plied her father, sighing ; " I hope he may. If 
Charles, after what has passed, sports with her 
happiness, he will one day have a fearful 
reckoning of it, unless he permits his conscience 
to become altogether seared." , 

" It cannot happen," replied the other ; " I 
know my boy, his heart is noble ; no, no, he is 
incapable of dishonour, much less of perfidy so 
black as that would be. In my next letter, 
however, I shall call upon him to explain him- 
self upon that subject, as well as the other, 
and if he replies by an evasion, I shall instantly 
command him home." 

They then separated, with a feeling of deep 
but fatherly concern, one anxious for the honour 
of his son, and the other trembling for the hap- 
piness of his daughter. 

Mr. Sinclair was a man in whose counte- 
nance could be read all the various emotions 
that either exalted or disturbed his heart. If 
he felt joy, his eye became irradiated with a 
benignant lustre, that spoke at once of happi- 
ness ; and, when depressed by care or sorrow. 



180 JANE SINCLAIR ; OR, 

it was easy to see by the serious composure of 
his face, that something troubled or disturbed 
him. Indeed, this candour of countenance is 
pecuUar to those only who have not schooled 
their faces into hypocrisy. After his return 
from the last interview with Mr. Osborne, his 
family perceived at a glance that something 
more than usually painful lay upon his mind ; 
and such was the affectionate sympathy by 
which they caught eaoh others feelings, that 
every countenance, save one, became partially 
overshadowed. Jane, although her eye was the 
first and quickest to notice this anxiety of her 
father, exhibited no visible proof of a penetra- 
tion so acute and lively. The serene light that 
beamed so mournfully from her placid but me- 
lancholy brow, was not darkened by what she 
saw ; on the contrary, that brow became, if 
possible, more serene ; for in truth, the gentle 
enthusiast had already formed a settled plan of 
exalted resignation that was designed to sustain 
her under an apprehension far different from 
that which Osborne's ambitious speculations in 
life would have occasioned her to feel had she 
known them. 
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*' I see," said she with a smile, " that my 
papa has no good news to tell. A letter has 
come to his father, but none to me ; but you 
need not fear for my firmness, papa. I know 
from whence to expect- support ; indeed, from 
the beginning, I knew that I would require it. 
You often affectionately chid me for entertain- 
ing apprehensions too gloomy; but now they 
are not gloomy, because, if what I surmise be 
true, Charles, and I \»ill not be so long sepa- 
rated as you imagine. The hope of this, papa, 
is my consolation." 

*' Why, what do you surmise, my love ?" 
asked her father. 

*' That Charles is gone, perhaps irretrievably 
gone in decline ; you know it is the hereditary 
complaint of his family. What else could, or 
would — yes, papa, or ought to keep him so long 
from home — from his friends — from me ? Yes, 
indeed," she added with a smile, " from me, 
papa, from his own Jane Sinclair, and he so 
near us, in England, and the time determined 
on for his return expired." 

" But you know, Jane," said her father, 
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gratified to find that her suspicion took a 
wrong direction, " the air of Bath, he writes, 
is agreeing with him." 

" I hope it may, papa ; I hope it may ; but 
you may rest assured, that whatever happens, 
the lessons you have taught me will, aided by 
divine support, sustain my soul, so long as the 
frail tenement in which it is lodged may last. 
That will not be long." 

" True religion, my love, is always cheerful, 
and loves to contemplate the brighter side of 
every human event. I do not like to see my 
child so calm, nor her countenance shaded by 
melancholy so fixed as that I have witnessed 
on it of late." 

" Eternity, papa — a happy eternity, what is 
it, but the brighter side of human life — here 
we see only as in a glass darkly ; there, in our 
final destiny, we reach the fulness of our hap- 
piness. I am not melancholy, but resigned ; 
and resignation has a peace peculiar to itself; 
a repose which draws us gently, for a little 
time, out of the memory of our sorrows ; but 
without refreshing the heart — without refreshing 



THE FAWN OP SPRING-VALE. 183 

the heart. No, papa, I am not melancholy — 
I am not melancholy; I could bear Charles's 
death, and look up to my God for strength 
and support under it; but," she added, shaking 
her head, with a smile marked by something 
of a wild meaning, "if he could forget me for 
another — no, I will not say for another — but if 
he could only forget me, and his vows of 
undying affection,, then indeed — then — then — 
papa — ha! — no — no — he could not — he could 
not." 

This conversation, when repeated to the family 
deeply distressed them, involved in doubt and 
uncertainty as they were with respect to Osborne's 
ultimate intentions. Until a reply, however, 
should be received to his father's letter, which 
was written expressly to demand an explanation 
on that point, they could only soothe the unhappy 
girl in the patient sorrow which they saw gather- 
ing in her heart. That, however, which alarmed 
them most, was her insuperable disrelish to any 
thing in the shape of consolation or sympathy. 
This, to them, was indeed a new trait in the 
character of one who had heretofore been so 
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anxious to repose the weight of her sufferings 
upon the bosoms of those who loved her. Her 
chief companion now was Ariel, her dove, to 
which she was seen to address herself with a 
calm, smiling aspect, not dissimilar to the languid 
cheerfulness of an invalid, who might be supposed 
as yet incapable from physical weakness to 
indulge in a greater display of animal spirits. 
Her walks too, were now all solitary, with the 
exception of her mute companion, and it was 
observed that she never, in a single instance, 
was known to traverse any spot over which she 
and Osborne had not walked together. Here she 
would linger, and pause, and muse, for hours, for- 
getting all her usual domestic engagements, sunk 
in a reverie of which she was utterly unconscious. 
One day she remained out beyond the time ap- 
pointed for her return, and as she hastened home 
with a palpitating heart, unhappily arrived only in 
time to find the family rising from prayer. 

As she stood and looked upon them, she 
smiled, but a sudden paleness at the same instant 
overspread her face, which gave to her smile an 
expression we are utterly incompetent to describe. 
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" I am late," she exclaimed, " and have 
neglected a solemn and a necessary duty. To me, 
to me, papa, how necessary is that duty." 

"It is equally so to us all, my child," replied 
her father ; " but," he added, in order to recon- 
cile her to an omission which had occasioned her 
to suflfer so much pain before ; "we did not forget 
to pray for you, Jane. With respect to your 
absence, we know it was unintentional. Your 
mind is troubled, my love, and do not, let me 
beg of you, dwell upon minor points of that kind, 
so as to interrupt the singleness of heart with 
which you ought to address God. You know, 
darling, you can pray in your own room." 

She mused for some minutes, and at length 
said, " I would be glad to preserve that singleness 
of heart, but I fear I will not be able to do so long." 

" If you would stay more with us, darling," 
observed her mamma, " and talk and chat more 
with Maria and Agnes, as you used to do, you 
would find your spirits improved. You are not 
so cheerful as we would wish to see you." 

" Perhaps I ought to do that, mamma, indeed 
I know I ought, because you wish it." 
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"We all wish it," said Agnes. "Jane dear, 
why keep aloof from as? Who in the world 
loves you as we do? and why would you. not, as 
you used to do, allow us to cheer you, to sup- 
port you, or to mourn and weep with you ? Any- 
thing—anything," said the admirable girl, " rather 
than keep your heart from ours ;"and as she sp oke, 
the tears fell fast down her cheeks. 

"Dear Agnes," said Jane, putting her arm 
about her sister's neck, and looking up mourn- 
fully into her face, " I cannot weep for myself — 
I cannot weep even with you ; you know I love 
you — how I love you — oh how I love you all ; but 
I cannot tell why it is — society, even the society 
of them I love best, disturbs me, and you know 
not the pleasure — melancholy I grant it to be — 
but you know not the pleasure that comes to me 
from solitude. To me — to me there is a charm 
in it ten times more soothing to my heart than 
all the power of human consolation." 

"But why so melancholy at all, Jane?" said 
Maria; " surely there is no just cause for it?" 

She smiled as she replied, " Why am I melan- 
choly, Maria ? — why ? why should I not ? Do I 
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not read the approaching death of Charles 
Osborne in the gloom of every countenance about 
me ? Why do you whisper to each other that 
which you will not let me hear ? Why is there 
a secret, and an anxious, and a mysterious inter- 
course between this family and his, of the 
purport of which I am kept ignorant — and / 
alone ?" 

" But suppose Charles Osborne is not sick," 
said William ; " suppose he was never in better 
health than he is at this moment" — he saw his 
father's hand raised, and paused, then added, 
carelessly, " for supposition sake I say merely." 

" But you must not suppose that, William," 
she replied, starting, " unless you wish to blight 
your sister. On what an alternative, then, would 
you force a breaking heart! If not sick, if not 
dying, where is he ? I require him — I demand 
him. My heart," she proceeded, rising up and 
speaking with vehemence — " my heart calls for 
him — calls for him. He is, he is sick; the 
malady of his family is upon him; he is ill — 
he is dying ; it must be so ; ay, and it shall be 
so ; I can bear that, I can bear him to die, but 
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never to become faithless to a heart like mine. 
But I am foolish," she added, after a pause 
occasioned by exhaustion. " Oh, my dear 
WiUiam, why, by idle talk, thus tamper with 
your poor sister's happiness ? I know you meant 
no harm, but oh, William, William, do it no 
more." 

" I only put it, dear Jane, I only put it as a 
mere case," — the young man was evidently cut 
to the heart, and could not for some moments 
speak. 

She saw his distress, and going over to him, 
took his hand, and said, " Don't, William, don't ; 
it is nothing but merely one of your good- 
humoured attempts to make your sister cheerful. 
There," she added, kissing his cheek ; " there is 
a kiss for you ; the kiss of peace let it be, and 
forgiveness ; but I have nothing to forgive you 
for, except too much affection for an unhappy 
sister, who, I believe, is hkely to be troublesome 
enough to you all ; but, perhaps not long— not 
long." 

There were few dry eyes in the room, as she 
uttered the last words. 
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" I do not like to see you weep," she added, 
" when I could have wept myself, and partaken 
of your tears, it was rather a relief to me than 
otherwise. It seems, however that my weeping 
days are past ; do not, oh do not — you trouble me, 
and I want to compose my mind for a performance 
of the solemn act which I have this evening 
neglected. Mamma, kiss me, and pray for me ; 
I love you well and tenderly, mamma; I am 
sure you know I do." 

The sorrowing mother caught her to her 
bosom, and, after kissing her passive lips, burst 
out into a sobbing fit of grief. 

" Oh, my daughter, my daughter," she ex- 
claimed, still clasping her to her heart, " and is 
it come to this ! Oh that we had never seen 
him !" 

" This, my dear," said Mr. Sinclair to his 
wife, "is wrong; indeed, it is weakness; you 
know she wants to compose her mind for prayer." 

" I do, papa ; they must be more firm ; I 
need to pray. I know my frailties, you know 
them too, sir; I concealed them from you as 
long as I could, but their burthen was too heavy 
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for my heart ; bless me now, before I go ; I will 
kneel." 

The sweet girl knelt beside him, and he placed 
his hand upon her stooping head, and blessed 
her. She then raised herself, and looking up 
to him with a singular expression of wild sweet- 
ness beaming in her eyes, she said, leaning 
her h ead again upon his breast — 

" There are two bosoms, on which I trust I 
and my frailties can repose with hope ; I know 
I shall soon pass from the one to the other — 

' The bosom of vaj father and my God.' 

Will not that be sweet, papa ?" 

She spoke this with a smile of such unutter- 
able sweetness, her beautiful eyes gazing inno- 
cently up into her father's countenance, that the 
heart of the old man was shaken through every 
fibre. He saw, however, what must be 
encountered, and was resolved to act a part 
worthy of the religion he professed. He arose, 
and taking her hand in his, said, "you wish 
to pray, dearest love — that is right ; your head 
has been upon my bosom, and I blessed you; 
go now, and with a fervent heart, address 
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yourself to the throne of grace ; in doing this, 
my sweet child, piously and earnestly, you will 
pass from my bosom to the bosom of your 
God. Cast yourself upon his, my love ; 
above all things, cast yourself with humble 
hope and earnest supplication upon his. This, 
my child, indeed, is sweet ; and you will find 
it so ; come, darling, come." 

He led her out of the room, and after a few 
words more of affectionate advice, left her to 
that solitude for which he hoped the frame of 
mind in which she then appeared was suitable. 

" Her sense of religion," said he, after 
returning to the family, "is not only delicate 
but deep ; her piety is fervent and profound. 
I do not therefore despair but religion will 
carry her through whatever disappointment 
Charles's flighty enthusiasm may occasion 
her." 

" I wish, papa," said Agnes, " I could think 
so. As she herself said, she might bear his 
death, for that would involve no act of 
treachery, or of falsehood on his part ; but to 
find that he is capable of forgetting their 
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betrothed vows, sanctioned as they were by 
the parents of both — indeed, papa, if such a 
thing happen " 

" I should think not," observed her mother ; 
" Charles has, as you have just said, enthu- 
siasm ; now, will not that give an impulse to his 
love, as well as to his ambition ?" 

" But if ambition, my dear, has become the 
predominant principle in his character, it will 
draw to its own support all that nourished his 
other passions. Love is never strong, where 
ambition exists — nor ambition where there is 
love." 

" I cannot entertain the thought of Charles 
Osborne being false to her," said Maria; "his 
passion for her was more like idolatry than 
love." 

" He is neglecting her, though," said 
William ; " and did she not suppose that that 
is caused by illness, I fear she would not bear 
it even as she does." 

" I agree with you, William," observed 
Agnes ; " but after all, it is better to have 
patience until Mr. Osborne hears from him. 
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intentions. All may end better than we 
think." , 

Until this reply should arrive, however, they 
were compelled to remain in that state of 
suspense which is frequently more painful than 
the certainty of evil itself. Jane's mind and 
health were tended with all the care and 
affection which her disinclination to society 
would permit them to show. They forced 
themselves to be cheerful in order that she 
might unconsciously partake of a spirit less 
gloomy than that which every day darkened 
more deeply about her path. Since their last 
dialogue, however, it was evident from her manner 
that some fresh source of pain had been on that 
occasion opened in her heart- For nearly a 
week afterwards her eye was fixed from time 
to time upon her brother William, with a long 
gaze of hesitation and inquiry — not unmingled 
with a character of suspicion that appeared 
still further to sink her spirits by a superadded 
wfeight of misery. 
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CHAPTER X. 



Nearly a fortnight had now elapsed since 
Charles Osborne ought to have received his 
father's letter, and yet no communication had 
reached either of the families. Indeed, the 
gradual falling off of his correspondence with 
Jane, and the common-place character of his 
few last letters, left little room to hope that his 
affection for her had stood the severe test of time 
and absence. One morning about this period 
she brought William into the garden, and after 
a turn or two, laid her hand gently upon his 
arm, saying, ^ 

" William, I have a secret to entrust you 
with." 

" A secret, Jane — well, I shall keep it 
honourably — what is it, dear ?" 

" I am very unhappy." 
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" Surely that's no secret to me, ray poor 
girl ?" 

She shook her head. 

" No, no ; that's not it ; but this is — I 
strongly suspect that you all know more about 
Charles than I do." 

She fixed her eyes with an earnest penetra- 
tion on him as she spoke. 

" He is expected home soon, Jane." 

" He is not ill, William ; and you have all 
permitted me to deceive myself into a belief 
that he is ; because you felt that I would 
rather ten thousand times that he were dead 
than false — than false." 

** He could not, he dare not be false to you, 
my dear, after having been solemnly betrothed 
to you, I may say, with the consent of your 
father and his." 

^'^ Dare not — ha — there is meaning in that, 
William : your complexion is heightened, too ; 
and so I have found out your secret, my 
brother. Sunk as is my heart, you see I have 
greater penetration than you dreamt of. So 
he is not sick, but false ; and his love for me 
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is gone like a dream. Well, well ; but yet I 
have laid down my own plan of resignation. 
You would not guess what it is ? Come, 
giiess : I will hear nothing further till you 
guess." 

He thought it was better to humour her, 
and replied in accordance with the hope of his 
father — 

" Religion, my dear Jane, and reliance on 
God." 

" That was my first plan ; that was the 
plan in case the malady I suspected had taken 
him from me — ^but what is my plan for his 
falsehood?" 

" I cannot guess, dear Jane." 

" Death, WiUiam. What consoler like death? 
what peace so calm as that of the grave ? 
Let the storms of life howl ever so loudly, go 
but six inches beneath the clay of the church- 
yard, and how still is all there !" 

" Indeed, Jane, you distress yourself 
without cause ; never trust me again if Charles 
will not soon come home, and you and he be 
happy. Why, my dear Jane, I thought you 
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had more fortitude than to sink under a 
calamity that has not yet reached you. Surely 
it will be time enough when you find that 
Charles is false to take it so much to heart as 
you do." 

" That is a good and excellent advice, my 
dear William ; but listen, and I will give a far 
better one : never deceive your father ; never 
prevaricate with papa; and then you may rest 
satisfied that your heart will not be crushed 
by such a calamity as that which has fallen 
upon me. I deceived papa; and I am now 
the poor hopeless castaway that you see me. 
Remember that advice, William — keep it, and 
God will bless you." 

William would have remonstrated with her 
at greater length, but he saw that she Was 
resolved to have no further conversation on the 
subject. When it was closed she walked slowly 
and composedly out of the garden, and imme- 
diately took her way to those favourite places 
among which she was latterly in the habit of 
wandering. One of her expressions, however, 
sunk upon his affectionate heart too deeply to 
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permit him to rest under the fearful apprehen- 
sion which it generated. After musing for a 
little he followed her with a pale face and a 
tearful eye, resolved to draw from her, with as 
much tenderness as possible, the exact meaning 
which, in her allusion to Osborne's falsehood, 
she had applied to death. 

He found her sitting upon that bank of the 
river which we have already described, and ex- 
actly opposite to the precise spot in the stream 
from which Osborne had rescued her dove. The 
bird sat on her shoulder, and he saw by her 
gesture that she was engaged in an earnest 
address to it. He came on gently behind her^ 
actuated by that kind curiosity which knows 
that in such unguarded moments a key may 
possibly be obtained to the abrupt and 
capricious impulses by which persons labouring 
under impressions so variable may be managed. 

" Ariel," said she, " have I not often pointed 
you out the spot which would have been fatal 
to you, were it not for him — for him ! There 
it is ! do you not see it ? No, as I live, your 
eye is turned up sideways towards me, instead 
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of looking at it, as if you asked why, dear 
mistress, do you scold me so ? And indeed I 
do not know, Ariel. I scarcely know — but I 
am here — so are you — ^but where is he ?" 

She .was then silent for a considerable time, 
and sat with her head on her hand. William 
could perceive that she sighed deeply. 

He advanced ; and on hearing his foot she 
started, looked about, and on seeing him, smiled. 

*' I am amusing myself, WUliam," said she. 

" How, my dear Jane — how ?" 

*' Why, by the remembrance of my former 
misery. You know that the recollection of all 
past happiness is misery to the miserable — is it 
not ? but of that you are no judge, William 
— you were never miserable." 

" Nor shall you be so, Jane, longer than 
until Charles returns ; but touching your second 
plan of resignation, love, I don't understand 
how death could be resignation." 

" Do you not ? then I will tell you. Should 
Charles prove false to me — that would break 
my heart. I should die, and then — then — do 
you not see— comes Death, the consoler." 
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"I see, dear sister; but there will be no 
necessity for that. Charles will be, and is, 
faithful and true to you. Will you come home 
with me, dear Jane ?" 

" At present I cannot, William ; I have 
places to see and things to think of that are 
pleasant to me. I may almost say so ; because, 
as I told you, they amuse me. Let misery have 
its mirth, William ; the remembrance of past 
happiness is mine." 

" Jane, if you love me, come home with me now." 
" If 1 do. Ah, William, that's ungenerous. 
You are well aware that I do, and so you use 
an argument which you know I won't resist. 
Come," addressing the dove, " we must go ; 
we are put upon our generosity ; for of course 
we do love poor William. Yes, we will go, 
William ; it is better, I believe." 

She then took his arm, and both walked 
home without speaking another word ; Jane 
having relapsed into a pettish silence which her 
brother felt it impossible to break without 
creating unnecessary excitement in a mind 
already too much disturbed. 
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From this day forward Jane's mind, fragile 
as it naturally was, appeared to bend at once 
under the double burthen of Osborne's ap- 
proaching death, and his apprehended treachery ; 
for wherever the heart is forced to choose be- 
tween two contingent evils, it is also by the 
very constitution of our nature compelled to 
bear the penalty of both until its gloomy choice 
is made. At present Jane was not certain 
whether Osborne's absence and neglect were 
occasioned by ill health or faithlessness ; and 
until she knew this, the double dread fell, as we 
said, with proportionate misery upon her spirit. 

Bitterly indeed did William regret the words 
in which he desired her " to suppose that Charles 
Osborne was not sick." Mr. Sinclair himself 
saw the error, but unhappily too late to pre- 
vent the suspicion from entering into an ima- 
gination already overwrought and disordered. 

Hitherto, however, it was difficult,, if not 
impossible, out of her own family, to notice in 
her manner or conversation the workings of 
a mind partially unsettled by a passion which 
her constitutional melancholy darkened by its 

K 2 
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own gloomy creations. To strangers she talked 
rationally, and with her usual grace and per- 
spicuity, but every one observed that her cheer- 
fulness was gone, and the current report went, 
by whatsoever means it got abroad, that Jane 
Sinclair's heart was broken — that Charles Os- 
borne had proved faithless — and that the beautiful 
Fawn of Spring-vale was subject to occasional 
derangement. 

In the mean time Osborne was silent both 
to his father and to her, and as time advanced, 
the mood of her mind became too seriously 
unhappy and alarming to justify any further 
patience on the part either of his family or Mr. 
Sinclair's. It was consequently settled that Mr. 
Osborne should set out for Bath, and compel 
his son's return, under the hope that a timely 
interview might restore the deserted girl to a 
better state of mind, and reproduce in his heart 
that affection which appeared to have either 
slumbered or died. With a brow of care the 
excellent man departed, for in addition to the 
concern which he felt for the calamity of Jane 
Sinclair and Charles's honour, he also experi- 
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enced all the anxiety natural to an aifectionate 
father, ignorant of the situation in which he 
might find an only son, who up to that period 
had been, and justly too, inexpressibly dear to 
him. 

His absence, however, was soon discovered 
by Jane, who now began to give many proofs 
of that address with which unsettled persons 
can manage to gain a point or extract a secret, 
when either in their own opinion is considered 
essential to their gratification. Every member 
of her own family now became subjected to her 
vigilance ; every word they spoke was heard 
with suspicion, and received as if it possessed 
a double meaning. On more than one occasion 
she was caught in the attitude of a listener, and 
frequently placed herself in such a position when 
sitting with her relations at home, as enabled 
her to watch their motions in the glass, when 
they supposed her engaged in some melancholy 
abstraction. 

Yet bitter, bitter as all this must have been 
to their hearts, it was singular to mark, that 
as the light of her reason receded, a new and 
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solemn feeling of reverence was added to all of 
love, and sorrow, and pity, that they had 
hitherto experienced towards her. Now, too, 
was her sway over them more commanding, 
though exercised only in the woeful meekness 
of a broken heart ; for, indeed, there is in the 
darkness of unmerited affliction, a spirit which 
elevates its object, and makes unsuffering nature 
humble in its presence. Who is there that has 
a heart — and few, alas, have — that does not feel 
himself constrained to bend his head with reve- 
rence before those who move in the majesty of 
undeserved sorrow ? 

Mr. Osborne had not been many days gone, 
when Jane one morning after breakfast desired 
the family not to separate for about an hour, 
or if they did, to certainly re-assemble within 
that period. " And in the meantime," she said, 
addressing Agnes, " I want you, my dear 
Agnes, to assist me at my toilette^ as they say. 
I am about to dress in my very best, and it 
cannot, you know, be from vanity, for I have no 
one now to gratify but yourselves — come." 

Mr. Sinclair beckoned with his hand to Agnes 
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to attend her, and they accordingly left the 
room together. 

" What is the reason, Agnes," she said, 
" that there is so much mystery in this family ? 
I do not like these nods, and beckonings, and 
gestures, all so full of meaning. It grieves me 
to see my papa, who is the very soul of truth 
and candour, have recourse to them. But, alas, 
why should I blame any of you, when I know 
that it is from an excess of indulgence to poor 
Jane, and to avoid giving her pain that you do 
it!" 

" Well, we will not do it any more, love, if 
it pains or is disagreeable to you." 

" It confounds me, Agnes, it injures my 
head, and sometimes makes me scarcely know 
where I am, or who are about me. I begin 
to think that there's some dreadful secret among 
you ; and I think of coffins, and deaths, or of 
marriages, and wedding favours, and all that. 
Now, I can't bear to think of marriages, but 
death has something consoling in it ; give me 
death the consoler : yet," she added, musing, 
" we shall not die, but we shall be all changed." 
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" Jane, love, may I ask you, why you are 
dressing with such care ?" 

" When we go down stairs I shall tell you. 
It's wonderful, wonderful !" 

"What is, dear?" 

" My fortitude. But those words were pro- 
phetic. I remember well what I felt when I 
heard them; to be sure he placed them in a 
different light from what I at first understood 
them in; but I am handsomer now, I think. 
You will be a witness for me below, Agnes ; will 
you not?" 

"To be sure, darhng." 

" Agnes, where are my tears gone of late ? 
I think I ought to be able to shed them; I 
ought — I ought." 

Agnes could bear no more. "Jane," she ex- 
claimed, clasping her in her arms, and kissing 
her smiling lips, for she smiled while uttering the 
last words, " oh, Jane, don't, don't, my darhng, 
or you'll break my heart, your own Agnes' 
heart whom you loved so well, and whose happi- 
ness or misery is bound up in yours." 

"I am unhappy Jane Sinclair !" she con- 
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tinued. " No, I won't distress you, dear Agnes ; 
here, I will kiss you, love, and dry your tears, 
and then when I am dressed you shall know all." 

She took up her own handkerchief as she 
spoke, and after having again kissed her sister, 
wiped her cheeks and dried her eyes with child- 
like tenderness and affection. She then looked 
sorrowfully upon Agnes, and said — " Oh, Agnes, 
Agnes, but my heart is heavy ! — heavy I" 

Agnes' tears were again beginning to flow, 
but Jane once more kissed her, and hastily 
wiping her eyes, exclaimed in that sweet, low 
voice with which we address children, " Hush, 
hush, Agnes, do not cry, I will not make you 
sorry any more." 

She then went on to dress herself, but uttered 
not another word until she and Agnes met the 
family below stairs. 

" I am now come, papa, and mamma, and 
William, and my darling Maria — but, Maria, 
listen, I won't have a tear, — and you, Agnes, 
— I am come now to tell you a secret." 

" And, dearest life," said her mother, " what 
is it ?" 
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" What made them call me the Fawn of 
Spring-vale ?" 

" For your gentleness, love," said Mr. Sin- 
clair. 

" And for your beauty, darling," added her 
mother. 

" Papa has it," she replied quickly ; " for 
my gentleness, for my gentleness — my beauty, 
mamma — I am not beautiful." 

While uttering these words, she approached 
the looking-glass, and surveyed herself with 
a smile of irony that seemed to disclaim her 
own assertion. But it was easy to perceive 
that the irony was directed to some one not 
then present, and that it was also associated 
with the memory of something painful to her 
in an extreme degree. 

Not beautiful! Never did mortal form gifted 
with beauty approaching nearer to our concep- 
tion of the divine or angelic, stand smiling in 
the consciousness of its own charms before a 
mirror. 

"- Now," she proceeded, " I am going to 
make every thing quite plain. I never told you 
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this before, but it is time I should now. Listen- 
Charles Osborne bound himself by a curse, that if 
he met during his absence a girl more beautiful 
than I am— or than I was then, I should say,— he 
would cease to write to me — he would cease to 
love me. Now, here's my secret, — ^he has found 
a girl more beautiful than I am—than I was 
then, I mean, — for he has ceased to write to 
me — and of course he has ceased to love me. 
So, mamma, I am not beautiful, and the Fawn 
of Spring-vale, — his own Jane Sinclair is for- 
gotten." 

She sat down and hung her head for some 
minutes, and the family, thinking that she either 
wept or was about to weep, did not think it 
right to address her. She rose up, however, 
and said : 

" Agnes is my witness. Did not you, Agnes, 
say that I am now much handsomer than when 
Charles saw me last ?" 

" I did, darling, and I do." 

" Very well, mamma — perhaps you will find 
me beautiful yet. Now the case is this, and I 
will be guided by my papa. Let me see — 
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Charles may have seen a girl more beautiful 
than / was then, — but how does he know whether 
she is more beautiful than / am noio ?" 

It was — it was woeful to see a creature of 
such unparalleled grace and loveliness working 
out the calculations of insanity, in order to sus- 
tain a broken heart. 

"But then," she added, still smiling in con- 
scious beauty, " why does he not come to see 
me now ? Why does he not come ?" 

After musing again for some time, she dropped 
on her knees in one of those rapid transitions 
of feeling peculiar to persons of her unhappy 
class ; and joining her hands, looked up to 
Agnes with a countenance utterly and indescri- 
bably mournful, exclaiming as she did it, in the 
same words as before : — 

" Oh Agnes, Agnes, but my heart is heavy !" 

She then laid down her head on her sister's 
knees, and for a long time mused and mur- 
mured to herself, as if her mind was busily 
engaged on some topic full of grief and misery. 
This was evident by the depth of her sighs, 
which shook her whole frame, and heaved with 
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convulsive quiverings through her bosom. Having 
remained in this posture about ten minutes, 
she arose, and without speaking, or noticing 
any one of the family, went out and sauntered 
with slow and melancholy steps about the places 
where she loved to walk. 

Mr. Sinclair's family at this period, and in- 
deed for a considerable time past, were placed, 
with reference to their unhappy daughter, in 
circumstances of peculiar distress. Their utter 
ignorance- of Osborne's .designs put it out of 
their power to adopt any particular mode of 
treatment in Jane's case. They could neither 
give her hope, nor prepare her mind for disap- 
pointment ; but were forced to look passively on, 
though with hearts wrung into agony, whilst 
her miserable malady every day gained new 
strength in its progress of desolation. The crisis 
was near at hand, however, that was to termi- 
nate their suspense. A letter from Mr. Osborne 
arrived, in which he informed them that Charles 
had left Bath for London, in company with a 
family of rank, a few days before he had reach ed 
it. He mentioned the name of the baronet. 
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whose beautiful daughter, possessing an ample 
fortune at her own disposal, fame reported to 
have been smitten with his son's singular beauty 
and accomplishments. It was also said, he added, 
that the lady had prevailed on her father to 
sanction young Osborne's addresses to her, and 
that the baronet, who was a strong political 
partisan, calculating upon his pre-eminent talents, 
intended to bring him into parliament, in order 
to strengthen his party. He added, that he 
himself was then starting for London, to pursue 
his son, and rescue him from an act which would 
stamp his name with utter baseness and dishonour. 

This communication, so terrible in its import 
to a family of such worth and virtue, was read 
to them by Mr. Sinclair during one of those 
solitary rambles which Jane was in the habit of 
taking every day. 

" Now, my children," said the white-haired 
father, summoning all the fortitude of a Christian 
man to his aid — " now must we show ourselves 
not ignorant of those resources which the religion 
of Christ opens to all who are for his wise 
purposes greviously and heavily afflicted. Let 
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US act as becomes the dignity of our faith. 
Another letter from Mr. Osborne will decide all, 
and until then we must suffer in silent reliance 
upon the mercy of God. Oh, may God of his 
mercy sustain our child, and bear her in his 
own right hand through this heavy woe !" 

This admonition did not fall upon them in 
vain,^for until the receipt of Mr. Osborne's 
letter from London, not even Jane, with all her 
vigilance, was able to detect in their looks or 
manner any change or expression beyond what 
she had usually noticed. That letter at length 
arrived, and, as they had expected, filled up the 
measure of Osborne's dishonour and their afflic- 
tion. The contents were brief but fearful. Mr. 
Osborne stated that he arrived in London on the 
second day after his son's marriage, and found, 
to his unutterable distress, that he and his 
fashionable wife had departed for the Continent 
on the very day the ceremony took place. 

" I could not," proceeded his father, " wrench 
my heart so suddenly out of the strong affection 
it felt for the hope of my past life, as to curse 
him ; but from this day forward I disown him 
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as my son. You know not, my friend, what I 
feel, and what I suffer ; for he who was the pride 
of my dedining years has, by this act of unprin- 
cipled ambition, set his seal to the unhappiness 
of his father. I am told, indeed, that the lady 
is very beautiful — and amiable as she is beautiful 
— and that their passion for each other amounts 
to idolatry; — but neither her beauty, nor her 
wealth, nor her goodness, could justify my son 
in an act of such cruel and abandoned perfidy to a 
creature who seems to be more nearly related to 
the angelic nature than the human." 

" You see, my children," observed Mr. 
Sinclair, " that the worst, as far as relates to 
Osborne, is before us. I have nothing now to 
add to what I have already said on the receipt 
of the letter from Bath. You know your duty, 
and with God's assistance I trust you will act 
up to it. At present it might be fatal to our 
child were she to know what has happened; 
nor, indeed, are we qualified to break the 
matter to her, without the advice of some 
medical man, eminent in cases similar to that 
which aflHicts her." 
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These observations were scarcely concluded 
when Jane entered the room, and, as usual, 
cast a calm but searching glance around her. 
She saw that they had been in tears, and that 
they tried in vain to force their faces into a 
hurried composure, that seemed strangely at 
variance with what they felt. 

After a slight pause she sat down, and 
putting her hand to her temple, mused for 
some minutes. They observed that a sorrow 
more deep and settled than usual, was expressed 
on her countenance. Her eyes were filled, 
although tears did not come, and the muscles 
of her lips quivered excessively ; yet she did 
not speak ; and such was the solemnity of the 
moment to them, who knew all, that none of 
them could find voice sufficiently firm to address 
her. 

'* Papa," said she, at length, " this has been 
a day of busy thought with me. I think I see, 
and I am sure I feel my own situation. The 
only danger is, that I may feel it too much. 
I fear I have felt it — (she put her hand to her 
forehead as she spoke) — I fear I have felt it 
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too deeply already. Pauses — lapses, or per- 
haps want of memory for a certain space, 

occasioned by — by " she hesitated. " Bear 

with me, papa, and mamma ; bear with me ; 
for this is a great effort; let me fecoUect myself 
and do not speak to me or question me until 

I . It is, it is woeful to see me reduced to 

this j but nothing is seriously wrong with me 
yet — nothing. Let me see ; yes, yes, papa, 
here it is. Let us not be reduced to the 
miserable necessity of watching each other, as 
we have been. Let me know the worst. You 
have nearly broken me down by suspense. Let 
me know the purport of the letter you received 
to-day." 

" To-day, love !" exclaimed her mother. 
" Yes, mamma, to-day. I made John show 
it to me on his way from the post-office. The 
superscription was Mr. Osborne's hand. Let 
me, oh, let me," she exclaimed, dropping down 
upon her knees, " as you value my happiness 
here and hereafter, let me at once know the 
worst — the very worst. Am I not the daughter 
of a pious minister of the Gospel, and do you 
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think I shall or can forget the instructions I 
received from his lips ? Treat me as a rational 
being, if you v^ish me to remain rational. But 
oh, as you love my happiness here, and my - 
soul's salvation, do not, papa, do not, mamma, 
do not, Maria, do not, Agnes, William,— do 
not one or all of you keep your unhappy 
sister hanging in the agony of suspense ! It 
will kill me!— it will kill me!" 

Suppressed sobs there were, which no 
firmness could restrain. But in a few 
moments those precepts of the Christian pastor, 
which we have before mentioned, came forth 
among this sorrowing family, in the same 
elevated spirit which dictated them. When 
Jane had concluded this appeal to her father, 
there was a dead silence in the room, and 
every eye glanced from him to her, full of 
uncertainty as to what course of conduct he 
would pursue. — He turned his eyes upwards 
for a few moments, and said : — 

" Can truth, my children, under any circum- 
stances, be injurious to " 

" Oh, no, no, papa," exclaimed Jane ; " I 

VOL. I. L 
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know — I feel the penalty paid for even the 
indirect violation of it." 

"In the name of God, then," exclaimed 
the well-meaning man, " we will rely upon 
the good sense and religious principle of our 
dear Jane, and tell her the whole truth." 

" Henry dear !" said Mrs. Sinclair, in a 
tone of expostulation. 

*' Oh, papa," said Agnes, " remember your 
own words !" 

" The truth, my papa, the truth !" said 
Jane. " You are its accredited messenger." 

" Jane," said he, " is your trust strong in 
the support of the Almighty ?" 

" I have no other dependence, papa." 

" Then," said he, " this is the truth : 
Charles Osborne has been false to you. He 
has broken his vows ; — he is married to another 
woman. — And now, my child, may the God of 
truth, and peace, and mercy, sustain and 
console you !" 

" And he will, too, my papa !^he will !" 
she exclaimed, rising up ;-— " he will ! he will ! 
I — I know — I think I know something. I 
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violated truth, and now truth is my punishment* 
I violated it to my papa, and now my papa is 
the medium of that punishment. Well, then, 
there's a providence proved. — But in the mean 
time, mamma, what has become of my beauty? 
It is gone — it is gone — and now for humility 
and repentance — now for sack-cloth and ashes. 
I am now no longer beautiful! — so off, off go 
the trappings of vanity." 

She put her hands up to her bosom, and 
began to tear down her dress with a violence 
so powerful, that it took William and Maria's 
strength to prevent her. She became furious. 
" Let me go," she exclaimed, " let me go ; I 
am bound to a curse ; but, Charles, Charles — don't 
you see he will be poisoned ? he will kiss her and 
be poisoned ; poisoned lips for Charles, and I to 
see it ! — and mine here with balm upon them, 
and peace and love ! He is lost, and I am 
lost, and the world has destroyed us." 

She wrought with incredible strength, and 
attempted still, while speaking, to tear her 
garments off; but finding herself overpowered, 
she at length sat down and passed from, this 
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state of violence into a mood so helplessly 
calm, that the family, now in an agony of 
grief, with the exception of her father, who 
iappeared cool, felt their very hearts shiver at 
the vacant serenity of her countenance. 

Her mother went over, and, seizing her hus- 
band firmly by the arms, pulled him towards 
her, and with an ashy face and parched lips, 
exclaimed, " There, Henry — all is now over — 
our child is an idiot !" 

" Oh do not blame me," said the broken- 
hearted father ; " I did it for the best. Had 
I thought — had I thought — but I will speak 
to her, for I think my voice will reach her 
heart — you know how she loved me." 

"Jane," said he, approaching her, " Jane, my 
dearest life, will you not speak to your papa ?" 

She became uneasy again, and, much to their 
relief, broke silence. 

*' I am not," said she calmly; "it is gone; 
I was once though — indeed, indeed I was; and 
it was said so ; I was called the Fawn of — of — 
but it seems beauty passes like the flower of 
the field." 
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"Darling, speak to me, to your papa." 
"I believe I am old now; an old woman, I 
suppose. My hair is grey, and I am wrinkled; 
that's the reason why they scorn me ; well I 
was once both young and beautiful; but that 
is past. Charles," said she, catching her 
father's hand and looking into it, ^^you are old, 
too, I believe. Why — why — why, how is this? 
Your hair is long and white. Oh, what a 
change since I knew you last. White hair ! 
long, white, venerable, hair — that's old age — 

" Pity old age within whose silver hairs 
Honour and reverence evermore do lie." 
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"' Thank God, dear Henry," said her mother, 
" she is not at all events an idiot. Children," 
said she, " I trust you will remember your father's 

advice, and bear this — this " But here the 

heart and strength of the mother herself were 
overcome, and she was sinking down when her 
son caught her ere she fell, and carried her out 
in his arms, accompanied by Maria and Agnes. 

It would be difficult for any pen to paint the 
distraction of her father, thus placed in a state 
of divided apprehension between his daughter 
and his wife. 

" Ohj my child, my child," he exclaimed, 
" perhaps in the midst of this misery, your mo- 
ther may be dying ! May the God of aU con- 
solation support you and her ! What, oh, what 
will become of us !" 
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" Well, well," his daughter went on; "life's 
a fearful thing that can work such changes ; 
but why may we not as well pass at once from 
youth to old age as from happiness to misery ? 
Here we are both old ; ay, and if we are grey 
it is less with age than affliction — that's one 
comfort — I am young enough to be beautiful 
yet ; but age, when it comes prematurely on 
the youthful, as it often does — thanks to treachery 
and disappointment, ay, and thanks to a thou- 
sand causes which we all know but don't wish to 
think of ; age, I say, when it comes prematurely 
on the youthful, is just like a new and unfinished 
house that is suffered to fall into ruin — desola- 
tion, naked, and fresh, and glaring — without 
the reverence and grandeur of antiquity. Yes 
^ — yes — yes ; but there is another cause ; and 
that must be whispered only to the uttermost 
depths of silence — of silence ; for silence is the 
voice of God. That word — that word ! Oh, 
how I shudder to think of it ! And who will 
pity me when I acknowledge it— there is one — 
One only — who will mourn for my despair and 
the fate, foreordained and predestined, of one 
whom he loved — that is my papa — my papa only 
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— my papa only ; for he knows that I am a cast- 
away — A CASTAWAY !" 

These words were uttered with an energy of 
manner and a fluency of utterance which medi- 
cal men know to be strongly characteristic of 
insanity, unless indeed where the malady is silent 
and moping. The afflicted old man now disco- 
vered that his daughter's mind had, in addition 
to her disappointment, sunk, under the frightful 
and merciless dogma which we trust will soon 
cease to darken and distort the beneficent charac- 
ter of God. Indeed it might have been evi- 
dent to him before that in looking upon herself 
as a castaway, Jane's sensitive spit-it was gra- 
dually lapsing into the gloomy horrors of predes- 
tination. But this blindness of the father to 
such a tendency was very natural in a man to 
whose eye familiarity with the doctrine had re- 
moved its deformity. The old man looked upon 
her countenance with an expression of mute 
affliction almost verging on despair ; for a moment 
he forgot the situation of his wife and every- 
thing but the consequences of a discovery so full 
of terror and dismay. 
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" Alas, my unhappy child," he exclaimed, " and 
is this, too, to be added to your misery and 
ours ! Now, indeed, is the cup of our affliction 
full even to overflowing. Enable us, O God, 
to acquiesce under this mysterious manifestation 
of thy will, and to receive from thy hand with 
patience and resignation whatsoever of affliction 
it pleaseth thee to lay upon us. And touching 
this stricken one — if it were thy blessed will to 
— to — but no — oh no — not our will, oh Lord, but 
thine be done !" 

It was indeed a beautiful thing to see the 
sorrow-bound father bowing down his grey locks 
with humility before the footstool of his God, 
and forbearing even to murmur under a dispen- 
sation so fearfully calamitous to him and his. 

When Mr. Sinclair arose, his countenance, 
through all the traces of sorrow which were 
upon it, beamed with a light which no principle 
merely human could communicate to it. A dim 
but gentle and holy radiance suffused his whole 
face, and his heart, for a moment, received the 
assurance it wanted so much. 

In a few minutes after he had concluded his 

L 2 
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short but earnest prayer, Agnes returned to let 
him know that her mamma was better and would 
presently come in to sit with Jane, whom she could 
not permit, she said, to remain out of her sight. 
Jane had been silent for some time, but the ex- 
treme brilliancy of her eyes and the energy of 
her excitement were too obvious to permit any 
expectation of immediate improvement. 

When her mother and Maria returned, accom- 
panied also by William, she took no notice 
whatsoever of them, nor indeed did she appear 
to have an eye for any thing external to her own 
deep but unsettled misery. Time after time 
they spoke to her as before, each earnestly hoping 
that some favourite expression or familiar tone 
of voice might impinge, however slightly, upon 
her reason, or touch some chord of her affections. 
These tender devices of their love, however, 
all failed ; no corresponding emotion was awak- 
ened, and they resolved, without loss of time, 
to see what course of treatment medical advice 
would recommend them to pursue on her behalf. 
Accordingly, William proceeded with a heavy 
heart to call in the aid of a gentleman who can 
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bear full testimony to the accuracy of our 
narrative— we allude to that able and eminent 
practitioner, Doctor M'Cormick of Belfast, 
whose powers of philosophical analysis and 
patient investigation are surpassed only by the 
success of the masterly skill with which he applies 
them. The moment he left the room for this 
purpose, Jane spoke. 

" It will be heard," she said, " and I need not 
conceal it, for my very thought has a voice at^ 
the footstool of the Almighty; the intelligences 
of other worlds know it ; all the invisible spirits 
of the universe know it; those that are evil 
rejoice, and the good would murmur if the ful- 
ness of their own happiness permitted them. 
No — no — I need not conceal it — hearken, there- 
fore — hearken ; — Jane Sinclair — is predestinated 
to eternal misery. She is a castaway. I may 
therefore speak and raise my voice to warn ; who 
shall dare," she added, " who shall dare ever 
to depart from the truth ? Those — those only 
who have been foredoomed — like me. Oh misery, 
misery, is there no hope ? Alas ! alas ! Death 
to me now is no consoler !" 
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She clasped her beautiful hands together as 
she spoke, and looked with a countenance so 
full of unutterable woe that no heart could avoid 
participating in her misery. 

" Jane, -oh darling of all our hearts," said her 
weeping mother, " will you not come over and 
sit beside your mamma — your mamma, my 
treasure, who feels that she cannot long live to 
witness what you suffer ?" 

" The Fawn of Spring-vale," she proceeded, 
" the gentle Fawn of Spring-vale, for it was on 
account of my gentleness I was so called, is 
stricken — the arrow is here — in her poor broken 
heart ; and what did she do ? what did the gentle 
creature do to suffer or to deserve all this 
misery ?" 

" True, my sister — too true, too true," said 
Maria, bursting into an agony of bitter sorrow ; 
" what strange mystery is in the gentle one's 
affliction? Surely, if there was ever a spotless 
or a sinless creature on earth, she was and is 
that creature." 

" Beware of murmuring, Maria," said her 
father; "the purpose, though at present con- 
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cealed, may yet become sufficiently apparent for 
us to recognise in it the benignant dispensation of 
a merciful God. Our duty, my dear child, is 
now to bear, and be resigned. The issues of 
tflis sad calamity are with the Almighty, and 
with him let us patiently leave them." 

" Had I never disclosed my love," proceeded 
Jane, " I might have stolen quietly away from 
them all, and laid my cheek on that hardest 
pillow which giveth the soundest sleep ; but 
would not concealment," she added, starting ; 
" would not that too have been dissimulation ? 
Oh God help me ! — it is, it is clear that in any 
event I was foredoomed I" 

Agnes, who had watched her sister with an 
interest too profound to suffer even the grief 
necessary on such an occasion to take place, now 
went over, and taking her hand in one of hers 
placed the fingers of the other upon her sister's 
cheek, thus attempting to fix Jane's eyes upon 
her own countenance — 

" Do you not know who it is," said she, " that 
is now speaking to you ? — Look upon me^ and 
tell me do you forget me so soon ?" 
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" Who can tell yet," she proceeded, " who 
can tell yet — time may retrieve all, and he may 
return; but the yew tree — I fear — I fear — why, 
it is an emblem of death ; and perhaps death may 
unite us — yes, and I say he will — ^he will — he 
will. Does he not feel pity ? Oh yes, in a 
thousand, thousand cases he is the friend of the 
miserable. — Death the Consoler ! Oh from how 
many an aching brow does he take away the 
pain for ever? How many sorrows does he 
soothe into rest that is never broken ! — from how 
many hearts like mine, does he pluck the arrows 
that fester in them, and bids them feel pain no 
more I In his house, that house appointed for 
all living — what calmness and peace is there? 
How sweet and tranquil is the bed which he 
smooths down for the unhappy ; there the wicked 
cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest. 
Then give me Death the Consoler ! — Death the 
Consoler !" 

A sense of relief and wild exultation beamed 
from her countenance, on uttering the last words, 
and she rose up and walked about the room 
wringing her hands, yet smiling at the idea of 
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being relieved by Death the Consoler ! It is not 
indeed unusual to witness in deranged persons, 
an unconscious impression of pain and misery, 
accompanied at the same time by a vague sense 
of unreal happiness — that is, a happiness which, 
whilst it balances the latent conviction of their 
misery, does not, however, ultimately remove it. 
This probably constitutes that pleasure in 
madness, which, it is said, none but mad persons 
know. 

J- At length she stood, and, for a long time 
seemed musing upon various and apparently 
contrasted topics, for she sometimes smiled like 
a girl at play, and sometimes relapsed into dark- 
ness of mood and pain, and incoherency. But 
after passing through these rapid changes for 
many minutes, she suddenly exclaimed in a low 
but earnest voice, " where is he ?" 

" Where is who, love ?" said her mother. 

" Where is he ? — why does he not come ? — 
something more than usual must prevent him, 
or he would not stay away so long from ' his own 
Jane Sinclair.' But I forgot; bless me, how 
feeble my memory is growing! Why this is the 
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hour of our appointment, and I will be late unless 
I hurry — for who could give so gentle and affec- 
tionate a being as Charles pain ?" 

She immediately put on her bonnet, and was 
about to go abroad, when her father, gently 
laying his hand upon her arm, said, in a kind 
but admonitory voice, in which was blended a 
slightly perceptible degree of parental authority— 

" My daughter, surely you will not go out — 
you are unwell." 

She started slightly, paused, and looked as 
if trying to remember something that she had 
forgotten. The struggle, however, was vain — • 
her recollection proved too weak for the task it 
had undertaken. After a moment's effort, she 
smiled sweetly in her father's face, and said — 

" You would not have me break my appoint- 
ment, nor give poor Charles pain, and his 
health, moreover, so delicate. You know he 
would die rather than give me a moment's 
anxiety. Die !^— see that again — I know not 
what puts death into my head so often." 

"Henry," said her mother, "it is probably 
better to let her have her own way for the 
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present — at least until Dr. M'Cormick arrives. 
You and Agnes can accompany her, perhaps 
she may be the better for it." 

" I cannot refuse her," said the old man; "at 
all events, I agree with you ; there can, I think, 
be no possible harm in allowing her to go. 
Come, Agnes, we must, alas ! take care of her." 

She then went out, they walking a few paces 
behind her, and proceeded down the valley 
which we have already described in the open- 
ing of this story, until she came to the spot at 
the river where she first met Osborne. Here 
she involuntarily stood a moment, and putting 
her hand to her right shoulder, seemed to miss 
some object that was obviously restored to her 
recollection by an association connected with 
the place. She shook her head, and sighed 
several times, and then exclaimed — 

" Ungrateful bird, does it neglect me too ?" 

Her father pressed Agnes' arm with a sen- 
sation of joy, but spoke not, lest his voice might 
disturb her, or break the apparent continuity 
of her reviving memory. She seemed to think, 
however, that she delayed here too long, for 
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without taking further notice of any thing, she 
hurried on to the spot where the first disclosure 
of their loves had taken place. On reaching 
it she looked anxiously and earnestly around the 
copse or dell in which the yew tree, with its 
turf seat, stood. 

" How is this ? — how is this ? — she murmured 
to herself ; " he is not here !" 

Both her father and Agnes observed that 
during the whole course of the unhappy but 
faithful girl's love, they never had witnessed 
such a concentrated expression of utter woe and 
sorrow as now impressed themselves upon her 
features. 

"He has not come," said she; "but I can 
wait — I can wait — it will teach my heart to be 
patient." 

She then clasped her hands, and sitting down 
under the shade of the yew tree, mused and 
murmured to herself alternately, but in such an 
evident spirit of desolation and despair, as made 
her father fear that her heart would literally 
break down under the heavy burthen of her 
misery. When she sat here nearly an hour, he 
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approached her, and gently taking her hand, 
which felt as cold as marble, said — 

"Will you not come home, darling? Your 
mamma is anxious you should return to her. 
Come," and he attempted gently to draw her 
with him. 

" I can wait, I can wait," she replied, " if 
he should come and find me gone, he would 
break his heart — I can wait." 

" Oh, do not droop, my sweet sister; do not 
droop so much ; all will yet be well," said 
Agnes, weeping. 

■ "I care for none but him — to me there is 
only one being in life — all else is a blank ; but 
he will not come, and is it not too much to try 
the patience of a heart so fond and faithful as 
mine r 

"It is not likely he will come to-day," re- 
plied Agnes ; " something has prevented him ; 
but to-morrow " 

" I will seek him elsewhere," said Jane, 
rising suddenly ; " but is it not singular, indeed, 
to what strange passes things may come ? A 
young lady seeking her lover ! — not over-modest 
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certainly— nay, positively indelicate— fie upon 
me ! Why should I thus expose myself ? It is 
unworthy of my father's daughter, and Jane 
Sinclair will not do it." 

She then walked a few paces homewards, but 
again stopped and earnestly looked in every di- 
rection, as if expecting to see the object of her 
love. Long indeed did she linger about a spot 
so dear to her; and often did she sit down 
again and rise to go — sometimes wringing her 
hands in the muteness of sorrow, and sometimes 
exhibiting a sense of her neglect in terms of 
pettish and indirect censure against Osborne for 
his delay. It was in one of those capricious 
moments that she bent her steps homewards ; 
and as she had again to pass that part of the 
river where the accident occurred to the dove, 
Agnes and her father observed that she instinc- 
tively put her hand to her shoulder, and appeared 
as if disappointed. On this occasion, however, 
she made no observation whatever, but, much 
to their satisfaction, mechanically proceeded 
towards Spring-vale House, which she reached 
without uttering another word. 
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Until, a short time before the arrival of Dr. 
M'Cormiek, this silence remained unbroken. 
She sat nearly in the same attitude, evidently 
pondering on something that excited great pain, 
as was observable by her frequent startings, and 
a disposition to look wildly about her, as if with 
an intention of suddenly speaking. These, 
however, passed quickly away, and she ge- 
nerally relapsed into her wild and unsettled 
reveries. 

When the doctor arrived, he sat with her in 
silence for a considerable time — listening to her 
incoherencies from an anxiety to ascertain, as 
far as possible, by what she might utter, whe- 
ther her insanity was likely to be transient or 
otherwise. The cause of it he had already 
heard from report generally, and a more exact 
and circumstantial account on that day from her 
brother William. 

"It is difficult," he at length said, " to form 
any thing like an exact opinion upon the first 
attack of insanity, arising from a disappointment 
of the heart. Much depends upon the firmness 
of the general character, and the natural force 
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of common sense. If I were to judge, not only 
by what I have heard from this most beautiful 
and interesting creature, as well as from the 
history of her heart, which her brother gave me 
so fully, I would say" that I think this attack 
will not be a long one. I am of opinion that 
her mind is in a state of transition, not from 
reason but to it ; and that this transition will not 
be completed without much physical suffering. 
The state of her pulse assures me of this, as 
does the coldness of her hands. I should not 
be surprised if, in the course of this very night 
she were attacked with strong fits. These, if 
they take place, will either restore her to rea- 
son or confirm her insanity. Poor girl," said 
the amiable man, looking on her whilst his eyes 
filled with tears ; "he must have been a heart- 
less wretch to abandon such a creature. My 
dear Jane," he added, addressing her, for he 
had been, and still is, familiar with the family, 
" I am sorry to find that you are so unwell, but 
you will soon be better. Do you not know 
me?" 

" It was sworn," said the unhappy mourner, 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 239 

" it was sworn, and I felt this here — here" — 
and she placed her hand upon her heart ; " I 
felt this little tenant of my poor bosom sink — 
sink, and my blood going from my cheeks when 
the words were uttered. More beautiful ! more 
beautiful! why, and what is love if it is borne 
away merely by beauty ? I loved him not for 
his beauty alone — I loved him because he — he 
— because he loved me — but at first I did love 
him for his beauty ; well he has found another 
more beautiful ; and his own Jane Sinclair, his 
Fawn of Spring-vale, as he used to call me, is 
forgotten. But mark me — let none dare to 
blame him — he only fulfilled his destined part — 
the thing was foredoomed, and I knew that by 
my suppression of the truth to my papa, the 
seal of reprobation was set to my soul. Then 
— then it was that I felt myself a castaway ! 
And indeed," she added, rising up and laying 
the fore finger of her right hand on the palm of 
her left, " I would at any time sacrifice myself 
for his happiness ; I would ; yet alas," she 
added, sitting down and hanging her head in 
sorrow ; " why — why is it that / am so mise- 
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rable, when he is happy? Why is that, Miss 
Jane Sinclair — why is that?" She then sighed 
deeply, and added, in a tone of pathos almost 
irresistible^" Oh that I had the wings of a 
dove, that I might flee away and be at rest." 

She had scarcely spoken, when, by a beauti- 
ful and affecting coincidence, Ariel entered the 
room, and immediately flew into her bosom. 
She put her hand up and patted it for some time 
rather unconsciously than otherwise. 

" Ah, you foolish bird," she at length said ; 
"have you no better place of refuge; no calmer 
spot to repose upon, than a troubled and a 
broken heart ?" 

This incident of the dove, together with the 
mournful truth of this melancholy observation, 
filled every eye with tears, except those of her 
father, who now exhibited a spirit of calm 
obedience to what he considered an aflBiction 
that called upon him to act as one whose faith 
was not the mere theory of a Christian. 

" But," added Jane, " there is, I know, one 
that loves me, and one that pities me. My 
papa knows that I am foredoomed, and cannot 
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but pity me ; but where is he ? and why does 
he delay so long ? Hush ! I will sing — 

The dawning of morn, the daylight's sinking, 

The night's long hours still find me thinking 

Of thee, thee — only thee ! 

She poured a spirit into these words so full 
of the wild sorrow of insanity, as to produce 
an effect that was thrilling and fearful upon 
those who were forced to listen to her. Nay, 
her voice seemed, in some degree, to awaken 
her own emotions, or to revive her memory to 
a confused perception of her situation. And 
in mercy it would appear that Providence 
unveiled only half her misery to reason ; for from 
the effect which even that passing glimpse had 
upon her, it is not wrong to infer that had 
she seen it in its full extent, she would have 
immediately sunk under it. 

After singing the words of Moore with all 
the unregulated pathos of a maniac, she wrung 
her hands, and was for a considerable time 
silent. During this interval she sighed deeply, 
and after a pause of half an hour arose 
suddenly, and seizing her father by the breast 
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of the coat, brought him over, and placed him 
on the sofa beside her. She then looked 
earnestly into his face, and was about to speak, 
but her thoughts were too weak for the task, 
and after putting her hand to her forehead, as 
if to assist her recollection, she let it fall 
passively beside her, and hung her head in a 
mood, partaking at once of childish pique and 
deep dejection. 

The doctor, who watched her closely, 
observed, that in his opinion the consequences 
of the unhappy intelligence that day com- 
municated to her, had not yet fully developed 
themselves. " The storm has not yet burst," 
he added, but it is quite evident that the 
elements for it are fast gathering. She will 
certainly have a glimpse of reason before 
the paroxysms appear, because, in point of 
fact, that is what will induce them." 

" How soon, doctor," asked her mother, 
<' do you think she will have to encounter this 
fresh and woeful trial?" 

<' I should be disposed to think within the 
lapse of twenty-four hours ; certainly within forty- 
eight." 
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The amiable doctor's opinion, however, was 
much more quickly verified than he imagined ; 
for Jane, whose heart yearned towards her 
father with the beautiful instinct of an 
affection which scarcely insanity itself could 
overcome, once more looked earnestly into his 
face, with an eye in which meaning and 
madness seemed to struggle with each other 
for the mastery. She gazed at him for a long 
time, put her hands upon his white hair, into 
which she twined her long white fingers ; once 
or twice she smiled, and said something in a voice 
too low to be heard ; but all at once she gave 
a convulsive start, clasped her hands woefully, 
and throwing herself on his bosom, exclaimed — 

" Oh, papa, papa — your child is lost : pray 
for me — pray for me." 

Her sobs became too thick and violent for 
further utterance; she panted and wrought 
strongly, until at length she lay with locked 
teeth and clenched hands struggling in a fit 
which eventually, by leaving her, terminated 
in a state of lethargic insensibihty. 

For upwards of three days she suffered 
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more than any person acquainted with her 
delicacy of constitution could deem her capable 
of enduring. And, indeed, were it not that 
the aid rendered by Dr. M'Cormick was so 
prompt and so skilful, it is possible that the 
sorrows of the faithful Jane Sinclair might 
have here closed. On the fourth day, however, 
she experienced a change ; but, alas, such a 
change as left the loving and beloved group 
who had hung over her couch with anxious 
hopes of her restoration to reason, now utterly 
hopeless and miserable. She arose from her 
paroxysms a beautiful, happy, and smiling 
maniac, from whose soul in mercy had been 
removed that susceptibility of mental pain, 
which constitutes the burthen and bitterness of 
ordinary calamity. 

The first person who discovered this was her 
mother, who, on the fourth morning of her 
illness, had stolen to her bedside to see how 
her beloved one felt. Agnes, who would 
permit no other person to nurse her darling 
sister, lay asleep with her head reclined upon 
the foot of the bed, having been overcome by 
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her grief and the fatigue of incessant watching. 
As her mother stooped down to look into the 
sufferer's face, her heart bounded with dehght 
on seeing Jane's eyes smihng upon her with all 
the symptoms of recognition. 

"Jane, my heart's dearest," she said, in a 
soothing, lovj^ inquiry, " don't you know me ?" 

"Yes, very well," ^she replied; "you are 
my mamma, and this is Agnes sleeping on the 
foot of the bed. Why does she sleep there ?" 

The happy mother scarcely heard her child's 
question, for ere the words were well uttered 
she laid her head down upon the mourner's bosom, 
in a burst of melancholy joy, and wept so 
loudly that her voice awakened Agnes, who 
starting up, exclaimed — 

"Oh, mother, mother — what is this? Is — is 
our darling gone at last ! Jane gone," she said. 
" No, no — she must not — she would not leave 
her Agnes. Oh mother — mother, is it so ?" 

" No, no, Agnes love ; no — but may the 
mercy of God be exalted for ever, Jane knows 
her mamma this morning, and she knows you 
too, Agnes." 
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That ever faithful sister no sooner heard the 
words, than a smile of indescribable happiness 
overspread her face, which, however, became 
instantly pale, and the next moment she sunk 
down, and in a long swoon forgot both the love and 
sorrow of her favourite sister. In little more 
than a minute the family were assembled in the 
sick-room, and heard from Mrs. Sinclair's lips 
the history, as she thought, of their beloved one's 
recovery. Agnes was soon restored, and 
indeed it would be impossible to witness a scene 
of such unexpected delight, as that presented 
by the rejoicing group which surrounded the bed 
of the happy — alas, too happy, Jane Sinclair. 

" Is it possible, my dear," said her father, 
" that our darling is restored to her sense and 
recollection ?" 

*' Try her, Henry," said the proud mother. 

" Jane, my love, do you not know me ?" he 
asked. 

"To be sure, papa ; to be sure," she replied, 
smiling. 

" And you know all of us, my heart's 
treasure ?" 
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"Help me up a little," she replied; "now 
I will show you: you are my papa — there is 
my mamma — that is William — and Maria there 
will kiss me." 

Maria, from whose eyes gushed tears of 
delight, flew to the sweet girl's bosom. 

" But," added Jane, " there is another — 
another that must come to my bosom and stay 
there — Agnes I" 

" I am here, my own darling," replied Agnes, 
stooping and folding her arms about the beau- 
tiful creature's snow-white neck, whilst she 
kissed her lips with a fervour of affection equal 
to the delight experienced at her supposed 
recovery. 

" There now, Agnes, you are to sleep with 
me to-night : but I want my papa. Papa I 
want you." 

Her father stood forward, his mild eyes 
beaming with an expression of delight and 
happiness. 

" I am here, my sweet child." 

" You ought to be a proud man, papa ; a 
proud man : although I say it, that ought not 
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to say it, you are father to the most beautiful 
girl in Europe. Charles Osborne has travelled 
Europe, and can find none at all so beautiful 
as the Fawn of Spring-vale, and so he is coming 
home one of these days to marry me, because 
you know, because he could find none else so 
beautiful. If he had^f he had — you know — /, 
you may be assured, would not be the girl of 
his choice. Yet I would marry him still, if it 
were not for one thing ; and that is — that I 
am foredoomed : a reprobate and a castaway ; 
predestined — predestined — and so I would not 
wish to drag him to hell along with me ; I shall 
therefore act the heroic part, and refuse him. 
Still it is something — oh, it is much — and I am 
proud of it, not on my own account, but on 
his, to be the most beautiful girl in Europe \ 
I am proud of it, because he would not marry 
me if I were not." 

Oh unhappy, but affectionate mourners, what 
— what .was all you had yet suffered, when con- 
trasted with the sudden and unexpected misery 
of this bitter moment. Your hearts had gathered 
in joy and happiness around the bed of that 
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sweet girl, the gleams of whose insanity you 
had mistaken for the light of reason ; and now 
has hope disappeared, and the darkness of utter 
despair fallen upon you all for ever. 

" I wish to rise," she proceeded, " and to 
join in morning prayer ; until then I shall only 
dress in my wrapper : after that I shall dress 
as becomes me. I know I have nothing to hope 
either in this world or the next, consequently 
pride in me is not a sin : the measure of my 
misery has been filled up ; and the only interval 
of happiness left me, is that between this and 
death. Dress me, Agnes." 

The pause arising from the revulsion of 
feeling, occasioned by the discovery of her 
settled insanity, was indeed an exemplification 
of that grief which lies too deep for tears. None 
of them could weep, but they looked upon her 
and each other, with a silent agony, which far 
transcended the power of clamorous sorrow. 

" Children," said her father, whose fortitude, 
considering the nature of this his great affliction, 
was worthy of better days ; "let us neither 
look upon our beloved one, nor upon each 
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Other. There," said he, pointing upwards, 
" let us' look there. You all know how I loved 
— ^how I love her. You all know how she loved 
me ; but I cast — or I strove to cast the burden 
of my affliction upon Him who has borne all 
for our salvation, and you see I am tearless. 
Dress the dear child, Agnes, and as she 
desires it, let her join us at prayer, and may 
the Lord who has afflicted us, hearken to our 
supplications !" 

Tenderly and with trembling hands did Agnes 
dress the beloved girl, and when the fair crea- 
ture, supported by her two sisters, entered 
the parlour, never was a more divine picture 
of beauty seen to shine out of that cloud, 
with which the mysterious hand of God had 
enveloped her. 

At prayer she knelt as meekly, and with as 
much apparent devotion as she had ever done 
in the days of her, most rational and earnest 
piety. But it was woeful to see the blighted 
girl go through all the forms of worship, when 
it was known that the very habit which actuated 
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her resulted from those virtues, which even 
insanity could not altogether repress. 

When they had arisen from their knees, she 
again addressed Agnes in a tone of cheerful 
sweetness, such as she had exhibited in her 
happier days. 

" Agnes, now for our task ; and indeed you 
must perform it with care. Remember that 
you are about to dress the most beautiful girl 
in Europe. What a fair castaway am I, 
Agnes ?" 

" I hope not a castaway, Jane ; but I shall 
dress you with care and tenderness, notwith- 
standing." 

" Every day I must dress in my best, be- 
cause when Charles returns, you know it will 
be necessary that I should justify his choice, 
by appearing as beautiful as possible." 

" Give the innocent her own way," said her 
father ; " give her, in all that may gratify the 
child, her own way, where it is not directly 
wrong to do so." 

Agnes and she then went up to her room, 
that she might indulge in that harmless happi- 
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ness, which the fiction of hope had, under the 
mercy of God, extracted from the reality of 
despair. 

When the ceremony of the toilette was over, 
she and her sister returned to the parlour, 
and they could notice a slight tinge of colour 
added to her pale cheek, by the proud con- 
sciousness of her beauty. The exertion, how- 
ever, she had undergone, considering her 
extremelj^ weak and exhausted state of health, 
was more than she could bear long. But a 
few minutes had elapsed after her re-appearance 
in the parlour, when she said — 

" Mamma, I am unwell ; I want to be un- 
dressed, and to go to bed : I am very faint, 
help me to bed, mamma — and if you come and 
stay with me, I shall tell you every thing 
about my prospects in life — yes, and in death 
too ; because I have prospects in death — but 
ah," she added, shuddering, " they are dark 
—dark!" 

Seldom, indeed, was a family tried like this 
family ; and never was the endurance of do- 
mestic love, and its triumph over the chilling 
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habit of affliction, more signally manifested 
than in the undying tenderness of their hearts 
and hands, in all that was necessary to her 
comfort, or demanded by the childish caprices 
of her malady. 

On going up stairs, she kissed them all as 
usual, but they then discovered, for the first 
time, in all its bitterness, what a dark and 
melancholy enjoyment it is to kiss the lips of 
a maniac, who has loved us, and whom we 
still must love. 

" Jane," said William, struggling to be firm, 
" kiss me, too, before you go." 

" Come to me, William," said she, " for I 
am not able to go to you. Oh, my brother, 
if I did not love you, I would be very 
wicked." 

The affectionate young man kissed her, and, 
as he did, the big tears rolled down his cheeks. 
He wept aloud. 

*' I never, never gave her up till now," he 
exclaimed ; " but" — and his face darkened into 
deep indignation as he spoke, " we shall see 
about it yet, Jatie dear. I shall allow a month 
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or two — she may recover ; but if I suffer this 
to go unav " he paused ; " I meant no- 
thing," he added, " except that I will not des- 
pair of her yet." 

About ten days restored her to something like 
health, but it was obvious that her constitu- 
tion had sustained a shock which it could not 
long survive. Of this Dr. M'Cormick assured 
them. 

"In so delicate a subject as she is," he 
added, " we usually find that when reason 
goes, the physical powers soon follow it. But 
if my opinion be correct, I think you will have 
the consolation of seeing her mind clear before 
she dies. There corner often in such cases 
what the common people properly, and indeed 
beautifully, term a light before death, and I 
think she will have it. As you are unanimous 
against putting her into a private asylum, you 
must only watch the sweet girl quietly, and 
without any appearance of vigilance, allowing 
her in all that is harmless and indifferent to have 
her own way. Religious feeling you perceive 
constitutes a strong .feature in her case, the 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 255 

rest is obviously the result of the faithless 
conduct of Osborne. Poor girl, here she 
comes apparently quite happy." 

Jane entered as he spoke, after having been 
dressed as usual for the day, in her best apparel. 
She glanced for a moment at the glass, and 
re-adjusted her hair, which had, she thought, 
got a little out of order ; after which she said 
smiling, — 

" Why should I fear comparisons ? He may 
come as soon as he pleases. I am ready to 
receive him, but do you know I think that my 
papa and mamma are not at all so fond of me 
as they ought to be. Is it not an honour to 
have for their daughter a girl whose beauty is 
unsurpassed in Europe ? I am not proud of 
it for my own sake but for his." 

" Jane, do you not know this gentleman, 
dear ?" said her mother. 

" Oh yes ; that is Dr. M'Cormick." 

" I am glad to see that your health is so 
much improved, my dear," said the doctor. 

" Oh yes ;" she rephed, " I am quite well — 
that is, so far as this world is concerned ; but 
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for all so happy as I look, you would never 
guess that I am reprobate. Now could you 
tell me, doctor, why it is that I look so happy, 
knowing as I do that I am foredoomed to 
misery ?" 

" No ;" he replied, " but you will tell us 
yourself." 

" Why it is because I do know it. — Knowing 
the worst is often a great consolation, I assure 
you. I, at least, have felt it so." 

" Oh what a noble mind is lost in that sweet 
girl !" exclaimed the worthy physician. 

" But it seems, mamma," she proceeded, 
" there is a report gone abroad that I am mad. 
I met yesterday — was it not yesterday, Agnes? 
— I met a young woman down on the river 
side, and she asked me if it were true that I 
was crazed with love, and how do you think 
I replied mamma ? I said to her, ' if you 
would avoid misery — misery, mark — never vio- 
late truth even indirectly.' I said that solemnly, 
and would have said more but that Agnes re- 
buked her for speaking, and then wept. Did 
you not weep, Agnes ?" 
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" Oh no wonder I should," rephed her sis- 
ter deeply moved ; " the interview she alludes 
to, doctor, was one that occurred the day be- 
fore yesterday between her and another poor 
girl in the neighbourhood who is also unsettled, 
owing to a desertion of a still baser kind. It 
was becoming too affecting to listen to, and 
I chid the poor thing off." 

" Yes, indeed, she chid her off, and the 

poor thing, as she told me, about to be a bride 

to-morrow. She said she was in quest of William, 

that they might be married, and asked me 

if I had seen him. If you do, she added, 

tell him that Fanny is waiting for him, and 

that as every thing is ready she expects he'll 

come and marry her to-morrow, as he promised. 

Now, mamma, Agnes said that although she 

chid her, she wept for her, but why should 

you weep, Agnes, for a girl who is about to 

become a bride to-morrow ? Surely you did not 

weep because she was going to be made happy ? 

Did you ?" 

" All who are going to become brides are not 
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about to experience happiness, my dear," re- 
plied her sister. 

" Oh, I should think so certainly, Agnes," 
replied Jane. " Fie, fie, dear sister Agnes, do 
not lay down such doctrine. Did you not see 
the happy girl we met yesterday — was it yester- 
day ? But no matter, Agnes, we shall not 
quarrel about it. Come and walk. Good-bye, 
my mamma ; doctor, I wish you good morning," 
and with a grace that was inimitable, she made 
him a distant, but most respectful curt'sy. 

" Oh !" said she, turning back, " if any 
stranger should arrive during my absence, 
mamma, send for me immediately ; or stay — no, 
do not — let him meet me at the place appointed ; 
I will be there." 

She then took Agnes' arm, for Agnes it was 
who attended her in all her ramblings, and both 
proceeded on their every-day saunter through 
the adjoining fields. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



A LITTLE time, indeed, proved how very, accu- 
rate had been the opinion of Dr. M'Cormick; 
for although Jane was affected by no particular 
bodily complaint, yet it appeared by every day's 
observation that she was gradually sinking. In 
the mean time three or four months elapsed 
without bringing about any symptom whatsoever 
of improvement. Her derangement flashed out 
into no extraordinary paroxysm, but on the con- 
trary assumed a wild and graceful character, 
sometimes light and unsettled as the glancing of 
sunbeams on a disturbed current, and occasion- 
ally pensive and beautiful as the beanjs of an 
autumnal moon. In all the habits of the family 
she was most exact. Her devotional composure 
at prayer appeared to be fraught with the 
humblest piety ; her attendance at Meeting was 
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remarkably punctual, and her deportment edi- 
fying to an extreme degree. The history, too, 
of her insanity and its cause had gone far and 
wide as did the sympathy which it excited. In 
all her innocent ramblings with Agnes around 
her father's house, and through the adjoining 
fields, no rude observation or unmannered gaze 
ever offended the gentle creature ; but on the 
contrary, the delicate-minded peasant of the 
north would often turn aside from an apprehen- 
sion of disturbing her, as well perhaps as out of 
reverence for the calamity of a creature so very 
young and beautiful. 

Indeed many affecting observations were 
made, which, could her friends have heard 
them, would have fallen like balm upon their 
broken spirits. — Full of compassion they were 
for her sore misfortune, and of profound sym- 
pathy for the sorrows of her family. 

" Alas the day, my bonnie lady ! — My heart 
is sair to see sae lovely a thing gliding about sae 
unhappy. Black be his gate that had the heart 
to leave you^ for rank and wealth, my winsome 
lassie. Weary on him, and little good may his 
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wealth and rank do him ! Oh, wha would hae 
thocht that the peerless young blossom wad hae 
been withered sae soon, or -that the Fawn o' 
Spring-vale wad hae ever come to the like o' 
this. Alas ! the day, too, for the friends that 
nurst you, my bonnie bairn !" and then the kind- 
hearted matron would wipe her eyes on seeing 
the far-loved Fawn of Spring-vale passing by, 
unconscious that the fatal arrow which had first 
struck her was still quivering in her side. 

The fourth month had now elapsed, and 
Jane's malady neither exhibited any change nor 
the slightest symptom of improvement. William, 
who had watched her closely all along, saw that 
no hope of any such consummation existed. 
He remarked, too, with a bitter sense of the 
unprincipled injury inflicted on the confiding girl, 
that every week drew her perceptibly nearer and 
nearer to the grave. His blood had in fact 
been long boiling in his veins with an indigna- 
tion which he could scarcely stifle. He enter- 
tained, however, a strong reverence for religion, 
and had Jane, after a reasonable period, re- 
covered, he intended to leave Osborne to be 
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punished only by his own remorse. There was 
no prospect, however, of her being restored to 
reason, and now his determination was finally 
taken. Nay, so deeply resolved had he been 
on this as an ultimate step in the event of her 
not recovering, that soon after Mr. Osborne's 
return from London, he waited on that gentle- 
man, and declared his indignation at the treachery 
of his son to be so deep and implacable that 
he requested of him as a personal favour, to 
suspend all communication with the unhappy 
girl's family, lest he might be tempted even by 
the sight of any person connected with so base a 
man, to go and pistol him on whatever spot he 
might be able to find him. This, which was 
rather harsh to the amiable gentleman, excited 
in his breast more of sorrow than resentment. 
But it happened fortunately enough for both 
parties that a day or two before this angry com- 
munication, Dr. M'Cormick had waited upon 
the latter, and gave it as his opinion that any 
intercourse between the two families would be 
highly dangerous to Jane's state of mind, by 
exciting associations that ^ might bring back to 
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her memory the conduct of his son. The con- 
sequence was, that they saw each other only by 
accident, although Mr. Osborne often sent to 
inquire privately after Jane's health. 

William having now understood that Osborne 
and his wife resided in Paris, engaged a friend 
to accompany him thither, for the purpose of 
demanding satisfaction for the injuries inflicted 
on his sister. All the necessary arrangements 
were accordingly made ; the very day for their 
departure was appointed, and a letter addressed 
to Agnes actually written, to relieve the family 
from the alarm occasioned by his disappearance, 
when a communication from Osborne to his 
father, at once satisfied the indignant young 
man that his enemy was no longer an object for 
human resentment. 

This requires but brief explanation. Osborne, 
possessing as he did, ambition, talent, and 
enthusiasm in a high degree, was yet deficient 
in that firmness of purpose which is essential 
to distinction either in public or in private life. 
His wife was undoubtedly both beautiful and 
accomplished, and it is undeniable that his mar- 
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riage with her opened to him brilliant prospects 
as a public man. Notwithstanding her beauty, 
however, their union took place not to gratify 
his love but his ambition. Jane Sinclair, in 
point of fact had never been displaced from his 
affection, for as she was in his eye the most 
beautiful, so was she in the moments of self- 
examination, the best beloved. This, however, 
availed the unhappy girl but little, with a man 
in whose character ambition was the predominant 
impulse. To find himself beloved by a young 
and beautiful woman of wealth and fashion was 
too much for one who possessed but little firm- 
ness and an insatiable thirst after distinction. 
To jostle men of rank and property out of his 
path, and to jostle them successfully, when ap- 
proaching the heart of an heiress, was too much 
for the vanity of an obscure young man, with 
only a handsome person and good talents to 
recommend him. The glare of fashionable life, 
and the unexpected success of his addresses 
made him giddy, and despite an ineffaceable 
conviction of dishonor and treachery, he found 
himself husband to a rich heiress, and son-in-law 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 265 

to a baronet. And now was he launched in full 
career upon the current of fashionable dissipa- 
tion, otherwise called high life. This he might 
have borne as well as the other votaries of 
polished profligacy, were it not for one sinjple 
consideration —he had neither health nor con- 
stitution, nor, to do the early lover of Jane Sin- 
clair justice, heart for the modes and habits of 
that society, through the vortices of which he 
now found himself compelled to whirl. He was 
not in fact able to keep pace with the rapid qao- 
tions of his fashionable wife, and the result in 
a very short time was, that their hearts were 
discovered to be any thing but congenial — in fact, 
any thing but united. The absence of domestic 
happiness joined to that remorse which his con- 
duct towards the unassuming but beautiful object 
of his first affection entailed upon a heart that, 
notwithstanding its errors, was incapable of 
foregoing its own convictions, soon broke down 
the remaining stamina of his constitution, and 
before the expiration of three months, he found 
himself hopelessly smitten by the same disease 
which had been so fatal to his family. His phy- 

VOL. I. N 
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sicians told him that if there were any chance 
of his recovery, it must be in the efficacy of his 
native air ; and his wife with a fashionable 
apathy, expressed the same opinion, and hoped 
that he might, after a proper sojourn at home, 
be enabled to rejoin her early in the following 
season at Naples. Up to this period he had 
heard nothing of the mournful consequences 
which his perfidy had produced upon the in- 
tellect of our unhappy Jane. His father, who 
in fact still entertained hopes of her ultimate 
sanity, now that his son was married, deemed 
it unnecessary to embitter his peace by a detail 
of the evils he had occasioned her. But when, 
like her brother William, he despaired of her 
recovery, he considered it only an act of justice 
towards her and her family to lay before Charles 
the hideousness of his guilt together with its 
woeful consequences. This melancholy communi- 
cation was received the day after his physicians 
had given him over, for in fact the prescrip- 
tion of his native air was only a polite method 
of telling him that there was no hope. — 
His conscience, which recent circumstances had 
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already awakened, was not prepared for intelli- 
gence so dreadful. Remorse, or rather repentance 
seized him, and he wrote to beg that his father 
would suffer a penitent son to come home and 
die. 

This letter, the brief contents of which we 
have given, his father submitted to Mr. Sinclair, 
whose reply was indeed characteristic of the 
exalted Christian, who can forget his own injuries 
in the distresses of his enemy. 

" Let him come," said the old man ; " onr 
resentments have long since passed away, and 
why should not yours ? He has now a higher 
interest to look to than any arising from either 
love or ambition. His immortg,l soul is at stake, 
and if we can reconcile him to heaven, the great 
object of existence will after all be secured. 
God forbid that our injuries should stand in the 
way of his salvation. Allow me," he added, " to 
bring this letter home, that I may read it to my 
family, with one exception, of course. Alas ! 
it contains an instructive lesson." 

This was at once acceded to by the other, 
and they separated. 
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When William heard the particulars of 
Osborne's melancholy position, he of course gave 
up the hostility of his purpose, and laid before 
his friend a history of the circumstances connected 
with his brief and unhappy career. 

" He is now a dying man," said William, " to 
whom this life, its idle forms and unmeaning 
usages are as nothing, or worse than nothing. 
A higher tribunal than the guilty spirit of this 
world's honour will demand satisfaction from him 
for his baseness towards unhappy Jane. To 
that tribunal I leave him ; but whether he live 
or die, I will never look upon my insane sister, 
without thinking of him as a villain, and detesting 
his very name and^memory." 

If these sentiments be considered ungenerous, 
let it be remembered that they manifested less 
his resentment to Osborne, than the deep and 
elevated affection which he bore his sister, for 
whose injuries he felt much more indignantly 
than he would have done for his own. 

Jane, however, from this period forth began 
gradually to break down, and her derangement, 
though still inoffensive and harmless, assumed a 
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more anxious and melancholy expression. — This 
might arise, to be sure, from the depression of 
spirits occasioned by the decline of health. But 
from whatever cause it proceeded, one thing was 
evident, that an air of deep dejection settled upon 
her countenance and whole deportment. She would 
not, for instance, permit Agnes in, their desultory 
rambles to walk by her side, but besought her 
to attend at a distance behind her. 

" I wish to be alone, dear Agnes," she said, 
" but notwithstanding that, I do not wish to be 
without you. I might have been some time ago 
the Queen of Beauty, but now, Agnes, I am 
the Queen of Sorrow." 

" You have had your share of sorrows, my 
poor stricken creature," replied Agnes heavily. 

" But there is, Agnes, a melancholy beauty in 
sorrow — it is so sweet to be sad. Did you ever 
s6e a single star in the sky, Agnes ?" 

" Yes, love, often." 

" Well that is like sorrow, or rather that is 
like me. Does it not always seem to mourn, 
and to mourn alone, but the moment that another 
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star arises then the spell is broken, and it seems 
no more to mourn in the solitude of heaven." 

Agnes looked at her with a sad but earnest 
admiration, and exclaimed in a quivering voice 
as she pressed her to her bosom, — 

" Oh, Jane, Jane, how my heart loves you ! 
The day is coming, my sister — our sweetest, 
our youngest, our dearest — the day is coming 
when we will see you no more — when your 
sorrows and your joys, whether real or imaginary 
-^when all the unsettled evidences of goodness, 
which nothing could destroy, will be gone; and 
you with all you've suffered — with all your hopes 
and fears, will be no longer present for our hearts 
to gather about — Oh, my sister, my sister! how 
will the old man live ? He will not — he will not. 
We see already what he suffers, and what it 

costs him to be silent His gait is feeble, and 

his form already bent since the hand of affliction 
has come upon you. Yet, Jane, Jane, we 
could bear all, provided you were permitted to 
remain with us ! Your voice — your voice — and 
is the day so soon to come when we will not hear 
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it ? when our eyes will no more rest upon you ? 
And" — added the affectionate girl, now overcome 
by her feelings, laying her calm sister's head at 
the same time upon her bosom, " and when those 
locks so brown and rich that your Agnes' hands 
have so often dressed, will be mouldering in the 
grave, and that face— oh, the seal of death is 
upon your pale, pale cheek, my sister !— my 
sister !" She could say no more, but kissing 
Jane's lips, and pressing her to her heart, she 
wept in a long fit of irrepressible grief. 
• Jane looked up with a pensive gaze into 
Agnes' face, and as she calmly dried her sister's 
tears, said : — 

"Is it not strange, Agnes, that I who am 
the Queen of Sorrow cannot weep. I resemble 
some generous princess, who though rich, gives 
away her wealth to the needy in such abundance 
that she is always poor herself. I who weep 
not, supply you all with tears, and cannot find 
one for myself when I want it. Indeed so it 
seems, my sister." 

"It is true, indeed, Jane — too true, too true, 
my darling." 
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" Agnes, I could tell you a secret. It Is not 
without reason that I am the Queen of Sorrow." 

** Alas ! it is not, my sweet innocent." 

" I have the secret here," said she, putting 
her hand to her bosom, " and no one suspects that 
I have. The cause why I am the Queen of 
Sorrow is indeed here — ^here. But come, I do 
not much like this arbour somehow. — There is, 
I think, a reason for it, but I forget it. Let us 
walk elsewhere." 

This was the arbour of osiers in which 
Osborne, in the enthusiasm of his passion, said, 
" that if during his travels he found a girl more 
beautiful, he would cease to love Jane, and to 
write to her" — an expression which, as the reader 
knows, exercised afterwards a melancholy power 
upon her intellect. 

Agnes and she proceeded as she desired, to 
saunter abroad, which they did for the most part 
in silence, except when she wished to stop and 
make an observation of her own free will. Her 
step was slow, her face pale, and her gait, alas ! 
quite feeble, and evidently that of a worn frame 
and a broken heart. * 
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For some time past, she seemed to have for- 
gotten that she was a foredoomed creature, and 
a castaway, at least her allusions to this were 
less frequent than before — a circumstance which 
Dr. M'Cormick said he looked upon as the 
most favourable symptom he had yet seen in her 
case. 

Upon this day, however, she sauntered about 
in silence, and passed from place to place, 
followed by Agnes ; like the waning moon, 
accompanied by her faithful and attendant star. 

After having passed a green field, she came 
upon the road with an intention of crossing it, 
and going down by the river to the yew tree, 
which during all her walks she never failed to 
visit. Here it was that, for the second time, 
she met poor Fanny Morgan, the unsettled 
victim of treachery more criminal still than that 
which had been practised upon herself. 

" You are the bonnie Fawn of Spring-vale 
that's gone mad with love," said the unhappy 
creature. 

" No, no," replied Jane, " you are mistaken. 
I am the Queen of Sorrow." 

N 2 
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" I am to be married to-morrow," said the 
other. " Every thing's ready, but I cannot find 
William. Did you see him? But may be you 
may, and if you do — oh speak a word for me ; 
but one word, and tell him that all's ready, and 
that Fanny's waiting, and that he must not break 
his promise." 

" You are very happy to be married to- 
morrow." 

" Yes," replied the other smiling — " I am 
happy enough now ; but when we are married — 
when William makes me his wife, people won't 
look down on me any longer. I wish I could 
find him, for oh my heart is sick, and will be 
sick until I see him. If he knew how I was 
treated, he would not suffer it. If you see him, 
' will you promise to tell him that all's ready, and 
that I am waiting for him ? — Will you, my bonnie 
lady ?" 

" I could tell you a secret," said Jane— "they 
don't know at home that I got the letter at all — 
but I did, and have read it — he is coming home 
— coming home to die — that's what makes me the 
Queen of Sorrow. Do you ever weep ?" 
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"No, but they took the baby from me, and beat 

me — my brother John did ; but WiUiam was not 

near to take my part. I cried then." 
" Who will you have at the wedding ?" 
" I have no bridemaid yet — but maybe you 

would be that for me, my bonnie lady. John said 

I disgraced them ; but surely I only loved 

William. I wish to-morrow was past, and that he 

would remove my shame — I could then be proud, 

but now I cannot ?" 

"And what are you ashamed of? It is no 

shame to love him." 

" No, no, and all that would be well enough, 

but that they beat me and took away the baby — 

my brother John did." 

" But did William ever swear to you, that if 

he met a girl more beautiful, he would cease 

to love you, and to write to you ?" 
" No, he promised to marry me." 
" And do you know why he does not ?" 
" If I could find him he would. Oh, if you see 

him, will you tell him that I'm waiting, and that 

all's ready." 
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*' You," said Jane, " have been guilty of a 
great sin." 

" So they said, and that I brought myself to 
shame too. But William will take away that, 
if I could find him." 

" You told an indirect falsehood to your 
father — you concealed the truth— and now the 
hand of God is upon you. There is nothing for 
you now but death. 

" I don't like death — it took away my baby — 
if they would give me back my baby I would 
not care — except John — I would hide from him." 

" William's married to another and dying, so 
that you may become a queen of sorrow too — 
would you like that — sorrow is a sweet thing." 

"How could he marry another, and be pro- 
mised to me ?" 

" Is your heart cold ?" inquired Jane. 

" No," replied the other smiling ; " indeed I 
am to be married to-morrow ?" 

" Let me see you early in the morning," said 
Jane, "if you do, perhaps I may give you this," 
showing the letter. " Your heart cannot be 
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cold if you keep it — I carry it here," said she, 
putting her hand to her bosom — " but I need not, 
for mine will be warm enough soon. 

" Mine's warm enough too," said the other. 

" If William comes you will find poison on 
his lips," said Jane, " and that will kill you — 
the poison of polluted lips would kill a thousand 
faithful hearts — it would — and there's nothing 
for treachery but sorrow. Be. sorrowful — be sor- 
rowful — it is the only thing to ease a deserted 
heart — it eases mine." 

*' But then they say you're crazed with love." 

" No, no, — with sorrow : but listen, never vio- 
late truth — never be guilty of falsehood ; if you 
do, you will become unhappy ; and if you do 
not, the light of God's countenance will shine 
upon you." 

*' Indeed it is no lie, for as sure as you stand 
there to-morrow is the day." 

" I think I love you," said the gentle and af- 
fectionate Jane. " Will you kiss me ? my sister 
Agnes does when I ask her." 

" Why shouldn't I, my bonnie, bonnie lady ? 
Why shouldn't I ? Oh ! indeed, but you are 
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bonnie, and yet to be crazed with love ! Well, 
well, he will never comb a grey head that de- 
serted the bonnie Fawn of Spring-vale." 

Jane, who was much the taller, stooped, 
and with a smile of melancholy, but unconscious 
sympathy, kissed the forlorn creature's lips, and 
after beckoning Agnes to follow her, passed on. 

That embrace ! Who could describe its cha- 
racter ? Oh ! man, man, and woman, woman, 
think of this ! 

Agnes, after Jane and she had returned home, 
found that a search had been instituted during 
their absence for the letter which Charles had 
written to his father. Mr. Sinclair, anxious to 
return it, had missed it from among his papers, 
and felt seriously concerned at its disappearance. 

" I only got it to read to the family," said he, 
" and what am I to say, or what can I say, when 
Mr. Osborne asks me, as he will, to return it ? 
Agnes, do you know any thing of it ?" 

Agnes, who, from the interview between Jane 
and the unsettled Fanny Morgan, saw at once 
that it had got by some means unknown to the 
family into her sister's hands, knew not exactly 
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in what terms to reply. She saw too, that Jane 
looked upon the possession of the letter as a 
secret, and in her presence she felt that consider- 
ing her sister's view of the matter, and her state 
of mind, she could not, without pressing too 
severely on the gentle creature's sorrows, openly 
inform her father of the truth. 

" Papa," said the admirable and considerate 
girl, " the letter I have no doubt will be found. 
I beg of you, papa, / beg of you not to be 
uneasy about it ; it will be found." 

This she said in a tone as significant as pos- 
sible, with a hope that her father might infer 
from her manner that Jane had the letter in 
question. 

The old man looked at Agnes, and appeared 
as if striving to collect the meaning of what she 
said, but he was not long permitted to remain 
in any doubt upon the subject. 

Jane approached him slowly, and putting her 
hand to her bosom, took out the letter and 
placed it upon the table before him. 

"It came from Mm" said she, " and that was 
the reason why I put it next my heart. You 
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know, papa, he is dying, and this letter is a 
message of death. I thought that such a mes-, 
sage was more proper from him to me than to 
any one else. I have carried it next my heart, 
and you may take it now, papa. The message 
has been deUvered, and I feel that death is here — 
for that is all that he and it have left me. I am 
the star of sorrow — pale and mournful in the 
lonely sky ; yet," she added as she did on another 
occasion, " we shall not all die, but we shall be 
changed." 

" My sweet child," said Mr. Sinclair, " I 
am not angry with you about the letter ; I only 
wish you to keep your spirits up, and not to be 
depressed so much as you are." She appeared 
quite exhausted, and replied not for some time ; 
at length she said : — 

" Papa, mamma, have I done any thing 
wrong ? If I have tell me. Oh, Agnes, Agnes, 
but my heart is heavy !" 

" As sure as heaven is above us, Henry," 
whispered her mother to Mr. Sinclair, " she 
is upon the point of being restored to her senses." 

"Alas, my dear," he replied, "who can tell? 
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It may happen as you say. Oh how I shall 
bless God if it does ! but still, what, what will 
it be but, as Dr. M'Cormick said, the light before 
death ? The child is dying, and she will be 
taken from us for ever, for ever !" 

"Jane, whilst they spoke, looked earnestly 
and with a struggling eye into the countenances 
of those who were about her ; but again she 
smiled pensively, and said : 

" I am — I am the star of sorrow, pale and 
mournful in the lonely sky. Jane Sinclair is no 
more — the Fawn of Spring-vale is no more — I 
am now nothing but sorrow. I was the queen, 
but now I am the star of sorrow. Oh! how 
I long to set in heaven /" 

She was then removed to bed, where with 
her mother and her two sisters beside her, she 
lay quiet as a child, repeating to herself — " I 
am the star of sorrow, pale and mournful in the 
lonely sky ; but now I know that I will soon 
set in heaven. Jane Sinclair is no more — the 
Fawn of Spring-vale is no more. No — I am now 
the star of sorrow. The melancholy beauty of 
the sentiment seemed to soothe her, for she 
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continued to repeat these words, sometimes 
aloud and sometimes in a low sweet voice, 
until she fell gently asleep. 

" She is asleep," said Agnes, looking upon 
her still beautiful but mournful features, now, 
indeed, composed into an expression of rooted 
sorrow. They all stood over the bed, and 
looked upon her for many minutes. At length 
Agnes clasped her hands and with a suffoca- 
ting voice, as if her heart would break, ex- 
claimed, " Oh, mother, mother !" and rushed 
from the room that she might weep aloud 
without awakening the afflicted one who slept. 

Another week made a rapid change upon 
her for the worse, and it was considered 
necessary to send for Dr. M'Cormick, as from 
her feebleness and depression they feared that 
her dissolution was by no means distant, espe- 
cially as she had for the last three days been 
confined to her bed. The moment he saw 
her, his opinion confirmed their suspicions. 

" Deal gently with her now," said he ; " a 
fit or a paroxysm of any kind would be fatal 
to her. The dear girl's unhappy race is run 



THE FAWN OF SPRING-VALE. 283 

— her sands are all but numbered. This mo- 
ment her thread of life is not stronger than 
a gossamer. " Ere his departure on that occa- 
sion, he brought Mr. Sinclair aside and thus 
addressed him : — 

" Are you aware, sir, that Mr. Osborne's 
son has returned ?" 

" Not that he has actually returned," re- 
plied Mr. Sinclair ; " but I know that he is 
daily expected." 

"He reached his father's house," continued 
the doctor, " late yesterday ; and such a 
pitiable instance of remorse as he is I have 
never seen, and I hope never shall. His cry 
is to see your daughter, that he may hear 
his forgiveness from her own lips. He says 
he cannot die in hope or in happiness, unless 
she pardons him. This, however, must not 
be — I mean an interview between them — for it 
would most assuredly prove fatal to himself; 
and should she see him only for a moment, 
that moment were her last." 

" I will visit the unhappy young man myself, 
said her father ; " as for an interview it cannot 
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be thought of — even if they could bear it, 
Charles forgets that he is now the husband 
of another woman, and that, consequently 
Jane is nothing to him — and that such a meeting 
would be highly, grossly improper." 

" Your motives, though perfectly just, are 
different from mine," said the doctor ; " I 
speak merely as a medical man. He wants 
not this to hurry him into the grave — he will 
be there soon enough." 

" Let him feel repentance towards God," 
said the old man heavily — " towards my child 
it is now unavailing. It is my duty, as it 
shall be my endeavour, to fix this principle 
in his heart." 

The doctor then departed, after having 
promised to see Jane on the next day but 
one. This gentleman's opinion, however, with 
respect to his beautiful patient, - was not lite- 
rally correct ; still, although she lingered longer 
than could naturally be anticipated from her 
excessive weakness, yefc he was right in saying 
that her thread of life resembled that of the 
gossamer. 
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In the course of the same evening, she gave 
the first symptom of a lucid interval, still in 
point of fact her mind was never wholly restored 
to sanity. She had slept long and soundly, 
and after awaking rang the bell for some one 
to come to her. This was unusual, and in 
a moment she was attended by Agnes and her 
mother. 

" I am very weak, my dear mamma," said 
she, ' ' and although I cannot say that I feel 
any particular complaint — I speak of a bodily 
one — yet I feel that my strength is gone, and 
that you will not be troubled with your poor 
Jane much longer," 

" Do not think so, dear love, do not think 
so," replied her mother ; " bear up, my darling, 
bear up, and all may yet be well." 

"Agnes," said she, "come to me. I know 
not — perhaps — dear Agnes — —' 

She could utter no more. Agnes flew to 
her, and they wept in each others arms for 
many minutes. 

" I would be glad to see my papa," 
she said, " and my dear Maria and William. 
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Oh, mamma, mamma, I suspect that I have oc- 
casioned you all much sorrow." 

" No, no, no — but more joy now, my 
heart's own treasure, a thousand tunes more 
joy than you ever occasioned us of sorrow. 
Do not think it, oh, do not think it." 

Her father, who had just returned from 
visiting Charles Osborne, now entered her bed- 
room, accompanied by William and his two 
daughters — for Agnes had flown to inform them 
of the happy turn which had taken place in 
Jane's malady. When he entered, she put her 
white but wasted hand out, and raised her 
head to kiss him. 

" My dear papa," said she, " it is so long, 
I think, since I have seen you ; and Maria, 
too. Oh, dear Maria, come to me — but you 
must not weep, dear sister. Alas, Maria" — 
for the poor girl wept bitterly — " oh, my sister, 
but your heart is good and loving. William" 
— she kissed him, and looking tenderly into 
his face, said, — 

" Why, oh, why are you all in tears ? Imitate 
my papa, dear William. I am so glad to see 
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you ! papa, I have been— I fear I have been 
— but, indeed, I remember when I dreaded as 
much. My heart, my heart is heavy when I 
think of all the grief and affliction I must have 
occasioned you ; but you will all forgive your 
poor Jane, for you know she would not do 
so if she could avoid it. Papa, how pale and 
care-worn you look ! as, indeed, you all do. 
Oh, God help me ! I see, I see — I read on your 
sorrowful faces the history of all you have suf- 
fered on my account." 

They all cherished, and petted, and soothed 
the sweet creature ; and, indeed, rejoiced over 
her as if she had been restored to them from 
the dead. 

" Papa, would you get me the Bible," she 
continued ; "I wish if possible to console you 
and the rest ; and, mamma, you will think when 
I am gone of that which I am about to show 
you, for indeed an early death is sometimes a 
great blessing to those who are taken away. 
Alas ! who can say when it is not f 

They assisted her to sit up in the bed, and 
after turning over the leaves of the Bible, she 
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read in a voice of low impressive melody the 
first verse of the fifty-seventh chapter of Isaiah. 
" The righteous perisheth, and no man taketh 
it to heart; and merciful men are taken away, 
none considering that the righteous is taken away 
from the evil to come. He shall enter into 

PEACE.'* 

" Oh 1 many a death," she continued, *' is 
wept for and lamented by friends and relatives, 
who consider not that those for whom they weep 
may be taken away from the evil to come. I 
feel that I am unable to speak much, but it is 
your Jane's request, that the consolation to be 
found, not only in this passage, but in this 
book, may be applied to your hearts when I 
am gone." 

This effort, slight as it was, enfeebled her 
much, and she lay silent for some time ; and 
such was their anxiety, neither to excite or disturb 
her, that although their hearts were overflowing 
they restrained themselves, so far as to permit 
no startling symptoms of grief to be either seen 
or heard. After a little time, however, she 
spoke again : — 
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*' My poor bird," said she, " I fear I have 
neglected it. Dear Agnes, would you let me see 
it? I long to see it. Agnes in a few minutes 
returned and placed the bird in her bosom. She 
caressed it for a short time, and then looking 
at it earnestly said — 

" Is it possible, that you too, my Ariel, are 
drooping ?" 

This indeed was true. The bird had been 
for some time past as feeble and delicate as if 
its fate were bound up with that of its unhappy 
mistress — whether it was that the sight of it 
revived some recollection that disturbed her, 
or whether this brief interval of reason was 
as much as exhausted nature could afford on 
one occasion, it is difficult to say ; but the fact 
is, that after looking on it for some time, she 
put her hand to her bosom and asked, " where, 
where is the letter?" 

" What letter, my darling ?" said her father. 

" Is not Charles unhappy and dying?" she 
said. 

"He is ill, my love," said her father, " but 
not dying, we trust." 

VOL. I. o 
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" It is not here," she said, searching her 
bosom. " It is not here — but it matters nothing 
now — it was a message of death, and the 
message has been dehvered. Sorrow — sorrow — 
oh, sorrow Uke mine is the gradual but tearless 
grief that wastes gently — that disappoints death, 
for we die not, but only cease to be. I am 
the star of sorrow, pale and mournful in the 
lonely sky — well, that is one consolation — when 
I set, I shall set in heaven." 

They knew by experience that any attempt 
at comfort would then produce more evil than 
good. For nearly two hours she uttered to 
herself in a low voice words which they could 
not understand, after which she sank as before 
into a profound slumber. 

Her intervals of reason as death approached 
were mercifully extended. Whilst they lasted, 
nothing could surpass the noble standard of 
Christian duty by which her feelings and moral 
sentiments were regulated. For a fortnight 
after this she sank with such a certain but 
imperceptible approximation towards death, that 
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the eyes even of aiFection could scarcely notice 
the gradations of its approach. 

During this melancholy period, her father 
was summoned upon an occasion which was 
strongly calculated to try the sincerity of his 
Christian professions. Not a day passed that 
he did not , forget his own sorrows — and the 
reader knows how heavily they pressed Upon 
him — in order to prepare the mind of his 
daughter's destroyer for the awful change which 
death was about to open upon his soul. He 
reasoned — he prayed — he wept — he triumphed, 
yes, he triumphed, nor did he ever leave the 
death-bed of Charles Osborne, until he had 
succeeded in fixing his heart upon that God 
"who willeth not the death of a sinner." 

A far heavier trial upon the Christian's for- 
titude, however, was soon to come upon him. Jane, 
as the reader knows, was now at the very portals 
of. heaven. For hours in the day she was 
perfectly' rational ; but again she would wander 
into her chant of sorrow, as much from weakness 
as from the original cause of her malady : for upon 
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this it is difficult if not impossible to deter- 
mine. 

On the last evening, however, that her father 
ever attended Charles Osborne, he came home 
as usual, and was about to inquire how Jane 
felt, when Maria came to him with eyes which 
weeping had made red, and said — 

" Oh, papa — I fear — we all fear, that — I 
cannot utter it — I cannot, I cannot — oh, papa, 
at last the hour we fear is come." 

" Remember, my child, that you are speak- 
ing," said this heroic Christian, " remember 
that you are speaking to a Christian father, 
who will not set up his affections, nor his weak- 
nesses, nor his passions, agajnst the will of 
God." 

" Oh, but papa — Jane, Jane" — she burst into 
bitter tears for more than a minute, and then 
added — " Jane, papa, is dying — leaving us at 

last r 

"Maria," said he, calmly, j" leave me for 
some minutes. You know not, dear child, what 
my struggles have been. Leave me now — this 
is the trial I fear — and now must I, and so 
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must you all — ^but now must / Oh, leave me, 

leave me." 

He knelt and prayed; but in less than three 
minutes, Ag nes,armed with affection — com- 
manding and absolute it was from that loving 
sister — came to him. 

She laid her hand - upon his arm, and pressed 
it. ''Papa ! " 

*' I know it, said he, " she is going ; but, Agnes, 
we must be Christians, 

" We must be sisters, papa ; and ah, papa, 
surely, surely this is a moment in which the 
father may forget the Christian. Jesus wept for 
a stranger ; what would he not have done for a 
brother or sister ?" 

" Agnes, Agnes," said he, in a tone of sorrow, 
inexpressively deep, " is this taxing me with 
want of affection for — for " 

She flung herself upon his breast. — " Oh, papa 
forgive me, forgive me — I am not capable of appre-' 
dating the high and holy principles upon which 
you act. Forgive me ; and surely if you ever 
forgave me on any occasion, you will on this." 

" Dear Agnes," said he, " you scarcely ever 
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required my forgiveness, and less now than ever 
— even if you had. Come — I will go ; and may 
the Lord support and strengthen us all ! Your 
mother — your poor mother !" 

On entering the room of the dying girl, they 
found her pale cheek laid against that of her 
other parent, whose arms were about her, as if 
she would hold them in love and tenderness for 
ever. When she saw them approach, she raised 
her head feebly, and said — 

" Is that my papa — my beloved papa ?" 

The old man raised his eyes once more to 
heaven for support — but for upwards of half a 
minute the muscles of his face worked with 
power that evinced the full force of what he 
suffered — 

" I am here, I am here," he at length said 
with difficulty. 

" And is that Agnes ?" she inquired. " Agnes, 
come near me ; and do not be angry, dear 
Agnes, that I die on mamma's bosom and not 
on yours." 

Agnes could only seize her pale hand and 
bathe it with her tears. " Angry with you — 
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you living angel — oh, who ever was, or could be, 
my sister ?" 

" You all love me too much," she said. 
" Maria, it grieves me to see your grief so 
excessive — and, oh William, oh why, why will you 
weep so ? Is it because I am about to leave 
the pains and sorrows of this unhappy life, and to 
enter into peace, that you all grieve thus 
bitterly ? Believe me — and I know this will 
relieve my dear papa's heart, and all your 
hearts — will it not yours, my mamma ?: — it is this : 
your Jane, your own Jane is not afraid to die. 
Her hopes are fixed upon the Rock of ages 
— the Rock of her salvation, I know, indeed, 
that my brief existence has been marked at its 
close with care and sorrow ; but these cares 
and sorrows have brought me the sooner to 
that place where all tears shall be wiped from 
my eyes. Let my fate, too, be a warning to 
young creatures like myself, never to suffer 
their affection for any object to overmaster their 
sense and their reason. I cherished the passion 
of my heart too much, when I ought to have 
checked and restrained it — and now, what is the 
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consequence? Why, that I go down in the 
very flower of my youth to an early grave." 

Agnes caught the dear girl's hands when she 
had concluded, and looking with a breaking 
heart into her face, said — 

" And oh, my sister, my sister, are you 
leaving us? are you leaving us for ever, my sister? 
Life will be nothing to me, my Jane, without 
you — how, how will your Agnes live?" 

" I doubt we are only disturbing our 
cherished one," said her father. " Let our 
child's last moments be calm — and her soul — oh, 
let it not be drawn back from its hopes, to this 
earth and its affections:" 

" Papa, pray for me, and they will join with 
you — pray for your poor Jane while it is yet 
time — the prayer of the righteous availeth 
much." 

Earnest, indeed, and melancholy, was that 
last prayer offered up on behalf of the 
departing girl. When it was concluded there 
was a short silence, as if they wished not to 
break in upon what they considered the aspi- 
rations of the dying sufl^erer. At length the 
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mother thought she felt her child's cheek press 
against her own with a passive weight that 
alarmed her. 

"Jane, my love," said she, "do you not 
feel your soul refreshed by your father's 
prayer ?" 

No answer was returned to this, and on look- 
ing more closely at her countenance of sorrow, 
they found that her gentle spirit had risen on 
the incense of her father's prayers to heaven. 
The mother clasped her hands, whilst the head 
of her departed daughter still lay upon her 
bosom. 

" Oh, God ! ob, God !" said she, " our idol 
is gone — is gone !" 

" Gone !" exclaimed the old man ; " now, 
O Lord, surely — surely the father's grief may 
be allowed," and he burst, as he spoke, into a 
paroxysm of incontroUable sorrow. 

" And what am I to do — who am — oh woe, 
woe — who was her mother." 

To the scene that ensued, what pen could do 
justice — we cannot, and consequently leave it 
to the imagination of our readers, whose indul- 

o 2 
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gence we crave for our many failures and errors 
in the conduct of this melancholy story. 

Thus passed the latter days of the unhappy 
Jane Sinclair, of whose life nothing more appro- 
priate need be said, than that which she herself 
uttered immediately before her death : — 

" Let my fate be a warning to young crea- 
tures like myself, never to suffer their affection 
for any object to overmaster their sense and 
reason. I cherished the passion of my heart 
too much, when I ought to have checked and 
restrained it — and now, what is the consequence? 
Why, that I go down in the very flower of my 
youth to an early grave." 

On the day after her dissolution, an acci- 
dent occurred, which threw the whole family 
into renewed sorrow : — Early that morning, 
Ariel, her dove, was found dead upon her 
bosom, as she lay out in the composure of death. 
" Remove it not," said her father ; "it shall 
be buried with her ;" and it was accordingly 
placed upon her bosom in the coffin. 

Seldom was a larger funeral train seen, than 
that which attended her remains to the grave- 
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yard ; and rarely was sorrow so deeply felt for 
any being so young and so unhappy, as that 
which moved all hearts for the fate of the beau- 
tiful but unfortunate Jane Sinclair — the far- 
famed Fawn of Spring-vale. 

Two other facts we have to record. Jane's 
funeral had arrived but a few minutes at the 
grave, when another funeral train appeared 
slowly approaching the place of death. It was 
that of Charles Osborne ! 

The last our rea.ders may have anticipated. 
From the day of Jane's death the heart of the 
old man gradually declined. He looked about 
him in vain for his beloved one. Night and 
day her name was never out of his mouth. It 
is true he prayed, he read, he availed himself 
of all that the pious exercises of a Christian 
man could contribute to the alleviation of his 
sorrow. But it was in vain. In vain did his 
wife, son, and daughters strive to soothe and 
console him. The old man's heart was broken. 
His beloved one was gone, and he felt that he 
could not remain behind her. A gradual decay 
of bodily strength, and an utter breaking down 
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of his spirits, brought about the consummation 
which they all dreaded. At the expiration of 
four months and a half, the old man was laid 
in the same grave that contained his beloved 
one — and he was Jiappy. 
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There is no country in the world whose seenery 
is more sweetly diversified, or more delicately 
shaded away into that exquisite variety of surface 
which presents us with those wavy outlines of 
beauty that softly melt into each other, than is 
that of our own green island. Alas 1 how many 
deep valleys, wild glens, green meadows, and 
pleasant hamlets, lie scattered over the bosom 
of a country, peopled by inhabitants who are 
equally moved by the impulses of mirth and 
sorrow ; each valley, and glen, and pleasant 
hamlet marked by some tearful remembrance of 
humble calamity of which the world never hears. 
How little do its proud nobility know of the fair 
and still beauty which marks the unbroken silence 
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of its most delightful retreats, or of the unassum- 
ing records of love or sorrow, which pass down 
through a single generation, and are soon lost in 
the' rapid stream of life. We do not love to re- 
member sorrow, but its traces notwithstanding 
are always the most uneffaceable, and, what is 
strange as true, its mournful imprint remains ever 
the longest upon the heart that is most mirthful. 
We talk not now of the hollow echo, like mirth, 
which comes from thousands only because the 
soul is wanting. No ; but we say that as the 
diamond is found in the darkness of the mine, as 
the lightning shoots with most vivid flashes from 
the gloomiest cloud, so does mirthfulness fre- 
quently proceed from a heart susceptible of the 
deepest melancholy. Many and true are the 
simple tales of Irish life which could prove this. 
Many a fair laughing girl who has danced in hap- 
piness, light as a mote in the sunbeam, has been 
suddenly left in darkness, bowed down in youth 
and beauty to the grave, and though the little 
circle of which she was the centre may have been 
disturbed by her untimely fate, yet in brief space, 
except to a few yearning and stricken hearts who 
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could not forget her who was once their pride and 
hope, her memory has passed away like a solitary 
bird, viewed as it goes over us, and followed wist- 
fully by the eye, until by degrees it lessens and 
lessens — becomes dim — then fades into a speck, 
and ultimately melts into the blue distance of 
heaven. One such " simple annal," brought 
about by the inscrutable hand that guides the 
destinies of life, we are now about to present 
to our readers. Were it the mere creation 
of our fancy, it might receive many of those 
embellishments at our hand with which we 
scruple not to adorn the shadowy idealities 
of fiction. It is, however, one of those 
distressing realities so often produced by the 
indulgence of vehement passion, that we are 
compelled by the melancholy severity of its 
truth to give the details of, not, alas, as we could 
have wished them to happen, but simply as they 
occurred. 

The village of Ballydhas was situated in the 
bosom of as sweet a valley as ever gladdened the 
eye and the heart of man to look upon. Content- 
ment, peace, and prosperity, walked step by 



306 LHA DHU; OR, THE DARK DAY. 

Step with its happy inhabitants. The people 
were marked by a pastoral simplicity of manners, 
such as is still to be found in some of the remote 
and secluded hamlets of Ireland. The vale was 
green and shelving, having its corn-fields, its 
pasturage, and its patches of fir, poplar, and 
mountain-ash intermingled, and creeping up on 
each side in wild but quiet beauty to the very 
mountain tops that enclosed it. At the head of 
the glen reposed a small clear sheet of water, 
as calm and unruffled as the village itself. By 
this sweet lake was fed the pure stream which 
murmured down between the banks, here and 
there open, and occasionally covered by hazel, 
blackthorn, or birches. As it approached the 
village the scenery about it became more soft and 
tranquil. The banks spread away into meadows 
flower-spangled and green ; the fields became 
richer ; the corn waved to the soft breezes of 
summer ; the noonday smoke of the dinner fires 
rose up, and was gently borne away to the more 
wide-spread scene of grandeur and cultivation 
that lay in the champaign country below it. On 
each side of the glen were masses of rock and 
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precipices, just large enough to give sufficient 
wildness and picturesque beauty to a view which 
in itself was calm and serene. In the distance 
about a mile to the north, stood out a bold but 
storm-vexed headland, that heaved back the 
mighty swell of the Atlantic, of which a glimpse 
could be caught from an eminence above the 
village. Nothing indeed could be finer than the 
booming fury of the giant billows, as they shiver- 
ed themselves into spray, and thundered around 
the gloomy caverns of the headland, especially 
when contrasted with the calm sense of peace and 
security which reposed upon the neat white 
village in the glen. 

How sweet of a summer Sabbath morning 
to sit upon the brow of this delightful valley, 
and contemplate in the light dreams of a happy 
heart its humble images of all that is pure, and 
peaceful, and soothing in life ; the little bustle 
of preparation for the cheerful but solemn duties 
of the day ; the glad voices of bright-faced boys 
and girls, eager to get on their Sunday clothes ; 
the busy stirring about of each tucked-up ma- 
tron, washing, and combing, and pinning her 
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joyous little ones ; and the contented father now 
dressed, placidly smoking his after-breakfast 
pipe, looking upon their little cares, and their 
struggles for precedence in being decked out 
with their hunible finery ; now rebuking an 
elder boy for his impatience and want of consi- 
deration in not allowing his juniors to get first 
dressed, and again soothing a younger one until 
his turn came. 

" Barney, troth you ought to have more 
since, avick, than to be quarrellin' wid poor 
Jemmy about gettin' an you. Dont you know 
he's but a child, an' must of coorse get his 
little things an before you, espishially as this 
is the first Sunday of the crathur's new jacket 
an' throwsers. Blood alive, Barney, be manly, 
and dont make comparishment wid a pastiah* 
I hope you've got off your lesson in the catechiz 
this raornin', and that you wont have to hang 
down your head wid the blush of shame among 
the houchaleens^ in the chapel to-day. Go 'way, 
avick, an' rehearse it, an' whin your mother 

■ • Child. ' t Little boys. 



LHA DHU ; OR, THE DARK DAY. 309 

finishes him, and Dick, and little Mary, she'll 
have yourself as clane as a new sixpence." 

Then came the moment when the neat and 
well-dressed groups issued out of their happy 
homes, and sought in cheerful companionship 
with those of diiferent creeds, their respective 
places of worship ; for, gentle reader, the 
inhabitants of Ballydhas were, in point of reli- 
gion, some Protestant, some Roman Catholic, 
and others Presbyterian. Many a time have we 
seen them proceed together in peace and friend- 
ship along the same road, until they separated 
either to church, to meeting, or to chapel ; and 
again returning on their way home, in a spirit 
equally cordial and kind. The demon of poli- 
tical discord and religious rancour had not 
come among them. Each class in the parish 
worshipped God after* its own manner. All 
were happy, and industrious, and independent, 
for they had not then been, taught that they 
were slaves and natural enemies groaning under 
the penal yoke of oppression. 

Their fairs and markets were equally peace- 
ful. Neither faction-fight nor party fight ever 
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stained the streets with blood. The whoop of 
strife was never raised by neighbour against 
neighbour, nor the coat trailed, nor the caubeen 
thrown up into the air to challenge an opposite 
faction. There was, in truth, none of all this. 
The people were moral and educated. Religion 
they attended with that decorous sense of decency 
which always results from a sincere perception of 
its obligations and influence. 

Yet were they not without their sports and 
rustic amusements. Where the bitterness of 
malignity is absent, cheerfulness has full play, 
and candour, ever open and benevolent, is the 
exponent of mirth and good will. Though their 
fairs and markets were undisturbed by the savage 
violence of mutual conflict, yet were they enli- 
vened by the harmless pastimes which throw the 
charm of uncorrupted life over the human heart 
and the innocent scenes from which it draws in 
its amusements. Life is harsh enough, and we 
are no friends to those who would freeze its 
genial current by the gloomy chill of ascetic 
severity. 

Within about two miles of Ballydhas stood the 
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market town of the parish. It also bore the 
traces of peace and industry. Around it lay a 
rich fertile country, studded with warm home- 
steads, waving fields, and residences of a higher 
rank, at once elegant and fashionable. The 
gentry were not, it is true, of the very highest 
class ; but in lieu of that they were kind, consi- 
derate, and what was before all, resident. If an 
accidental complaint happened to be preferred by 
one man against another, they generally were 
qualified by a knowledge of their characters to 
administer justice between them, without the 
risk of being misled by misrepresentation. This 
prevented many complaints founded in malice or 
party-spirit, and consequently reduced litigation 
to an examination of the very few cases in which 
actual injury had been sustained. 

Many a fair day have we witnessed in this 
quiet and thriving market town. And it is sweet 
to us — yes, intensely sweet to leave, for a 
moment, the hollow and slippery pathways of 
artificial life — of that unfeeling, unholy and loath- 
some selfishness of heart, and soul, and coun- 
tenance, which marks as with a brand of in- 
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famy, the fictions of fashionable and metropolitan 
society, where every person and profession you 
meet, is a lie or a libel to be guarded against. 
Yes, it is pleasant to us to leave all this, and to 
go back in imagination to a fair day in the town 
of Ballaghmore. Like an annual festival, it stole 
upon us with many a yearning wish, that time, at 
least for a month before, should be annihilated. 
And when the f&,ir morning came, what a drifting 
tide of people, cows, sheep, horses, and pigs, 
passed on in the eager tumult of business, before 
our eyes. The comfortable farmer in his best 
grey frize ; the young man in spruce corduroy 
breeches, home-made blue coat, and bran new 
hat ; the tidy maiden with neat bunch of yarn, 
spun by her own fingers, giving sufficient proof 
to her bachelor that a young woman of industri- 
ous habits uniformly makes the best wife for a 
poor man. Various, indeed, were the classes 
that, in multitudinous groups, drifted towards 
the fair-green. The spruce well-mounted horse- 
jockey, with bottle-green coat closely buttoned, 
tight buckskin inexpressibles, long-lashed hunting- 
whip, and top-boots ; the drover on his plump 
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hack, pacing slowly after his fat beeves ; the 
gentleman farmer, trundling along in his gig, or 
trotting smartly on a bit of half-blood. Here go 
a family group, the children with new hats and 
rufHes, grandfather a little behind, with the hand 
of an own pet boy or girl in his ; observe the joy 
of their faces ; what complacent happiness on the 
ruddy countenance of the healthy old man. The 
parents are also happy, but betray the uncon- 
scious anxiety of those who love their children, 
and are sensible of the serious duties inseparable 
from their condition ; the four little ones know 
not the cares of affection, and, consequently, 
their looks are full of delight, eagerness, and 
curiosity. What a tide of bewildered interroga- 
tories does the fifth urchin pour upon the ear of 
the old grandfather, who is foolish enough |;o 
stop the whole group, in order to relate the pre- 
cocious pertinency of some particular query. 
There goes a snug farmer, his wife, and good- 
looking daughters, seated upon a farm-car that 
is trussed with straw, covered by a blue quilt. 
We will wager that the " good woman" has 
somewhere about the premises a few cakes of 
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hard griddle-bread, to eat when they get hungry, 
with a glass of punch, and, it may be, a good 
slice or two of excellent hung-beef or bacon. 
But now they approach town, and the stream 
thickens. There go the beggars, mendicants, 
and impostors, showing a degree of agility rather 
incompatible with their respective maladies, 
grievous and deplorable as they all, of coarse, 
are ; and toiling vehemently after them, hops 
" Bill i' the Bowl," pitching himself along in 
a copper-fastened dish, with a small stool or 
creepie supporting each hand. 

But now the whole sweep of the town and 
fair-green opens to us ; tents, and standings, and 
tables, and roasting and boiling, are all about us ; 
for the spoileen fires are in operation, and many 
a fat sheep will be cut up, as well for those who 
have never tasted mutton before, as for hundreds 
who eat rather from hunger than curiosity. 
Heavens ! what an astounding multitude of dis- 
cordant noises all blend into one hoarse, deep, 
drowsy body of sound, for which we can find 
no suitable term. Cows lowing, sheep bleating, 
pigs grunting, horses neighing, men shouting, 
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women screaming, fiddlers playing, pipes squeel- 
ing, youngsters dancing, hammering up of 
standings and tents, thumping of restive or lazy 
animals, the show-man's drum, the lottery-man's 
speech, the ballad-singer's squall, all come upon 
us ; and lastly, the unheeded sweep of the 
death-bell, as it tells with sullen tongue that 
some poor mortal has for ever departed from the 
cares and amusements, the trade and traffic, of 
this transitory life. 

About twelve o'clock the fair-tide is full ; 
for that is the time in which the greatest inter- 
change of property, and the most vigorous trans- 
actions of business, with all accompanying bustle 
and activity, take place. For an hour or two 
this continues. About three o'clock the tide 
is evidently on the ebb ; business begins to 
slacken, and those who have their transactions 
brought to a close, meet their families and friends 
at the place of rendezvous — always a public- 
house. It is now, indeed, when the heat and 
burden of the day have passed, and refreshment 
becomes both grateful and necessary, that the 
people fall into distinct groups for the purposes 
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of social enjoyment. If two young folk have 
been for some time " coortin' one another," the 
" bachelor," which in Ireland means a suitor, 
generally contrives to bring his friends and those 
of his sweetheart together. The very fact of 
their accepting the " thrate," on either side, 
or both, is a good omen, and considered tanta- 
mount to a mutual consent of their respective 
connexions. This, however, is not always so ; 
for it often happens that a match is broken oif 
after many a friendly compotation has been held 
*' upon the head of it," which means upon that 
subject. Let the reader stand with us for a 
few minutes, and we will point out to him one 
or two groups who have met for the purpose of 
settling a marriage. Do you see that tall sthreel 
of a fellow, who slings awkwardly along, for 
which reason he is nicknamed by his acquaint- 
ances "a sling-poke?" Observe the lazy, gro- 
tesque repose of his three-featured face, for 
more it does not present, viz. — mouth, eyes, 
and nose. His long legs are without calves, and 
he is in-kneed ; yet the fellow has such taste, that 
jn order to show his shape he must needs wear 
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breeches ! Look at his coat, which was made 
^or him about five years ago, when he was but 
" a slip of a boy !" The thin collar only reaches 
to the upper part of his shoulders ; and as he is 
what is called " crane-necked," of course the 
distance between his hat and the collar is incre- 
dible. The arms of the said coat are set so 
far in, that they appear almost to meet behind ; 
but, on the other hand, two naked bones, each 
about six inches in length, project from the cuffs, 
which come not far below his elbows. The coat 
it§eif is what is called a jerkin ; and as the buttons 
behind are half-way up his back, it is a matter of 
course that the tail, which runs rapidly to a 
point, is ludicrously scanty. Now, that youth, 
who is probably under no sense of gratitude to 
the graces, has put his " comedher" on the 
prettiest girl, with one or two exceptions, in the 
whole parish. The miserable pitchfork, the 
longitudinal rake — we speak now in a hay-making 
sense — has contrived to oust half a dozen of the 
handsomest and best-looking fellows in the parish. 
How he has done this is a mystery to his acquaint- 
ances ; but it is none to us— we know him. The 



318 LHA DHU ; OR, THE DARK DAY. 

kraken has a tongue dripping with honey — one 
that would smooth a newly-picked millstone. 
There they go, each of them laughing and cheer- 
ful, except himself; yet the fellow, though con- 
scious of his own influence, enters the public- 
house as if he were going on the forlorn hope, 
or trailing his straggling limbs to confide his last 
wishes to the ear of the sheriff or hangman. 
He is, however, an Irishman at heart, though 
little indeed of the national bearing is visible in 
his deportment. 

Here again comes a second group. Keep your 
eye on that good-humoured, ruddy-faced young 
man, compact and vigorous, who is evidently 
the wag of his party. Observe his tight-fitting, 
comfortable frize, neat brogues, and breeches, on 
the knees of which are two double knots of silk 
ribbon. See with what a smart, decisive air he 
wears his hat — "jauntily," as Leigh Hunt would 
say — upon one side of his head. That fellow has 
a high character for gallantry, and is allowed to 

be "the very sarrow among the girls" "a Brin^ 

oge," " wid an eye that 'ud steal could praties off 
a dresser." He is now leading in a girl, handsom© 
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no doubt, but who, nevertheless, does not possess 
sixpence, or sixpence worth for her portion. Not so 
the sword-fish we have pohited out to you a while 
ago, the tail of whose short coat lay as closely to 
him as that of a crab. The cassowary has secured 
a girl who, in point of wealth and dower, will be 
the making of him. However, you know the secret. 
Solomon says that a soft answer turneth away 
wrath ; but what will not a soft question do, when 
put to a pretty girl, w^here there is no wrath ? 

Here comes another party, fewer in point of 
number than those we have shown you ; a young 
man, a middle-aged woman, and her two daugh- 
ters — one grown, the other only about fifteen. 
Who is — ha ! — it is not necessary to inquire. 
Alley Bawn Murray ! Gentle reader, bow with 
heartfelt respect to humble beauty and virtue ! 
She is that widow's daughter, the pride of the 
parish, and the beloved of all who can appreciate 
goodness, affection, and filial piety. The child 
accompanying them is her sister, and that fine, 
manly, well-built, handsome youth is even now 
pledged to the modest and beautiful girl. He is 
the son of a wealthy farmer, some time dead, and 
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her mother is comparatively poor ; but in purity, 
i in truth, and an humble sense of religion, their 
hearts are each rich and each equal. 

Alas 1 alas ! that it should be so I But we can- 
not control the inscrutable designs of Heaven. 
The spirit of our narrative must change, and our 
tale can henceforth breathe nothing but what is 
as mournful as it is true. There they pass into 
that public-house, true-hearted and attached ; un- 
conscious, too, poor things, of the almost pre- 
sent calamity that is soon to wither that noble boy 
and his beautiful betrothed. Their history, up to 
the period of entering the public-house, is very 
brief and simple. Felix O'Donnell was the son 
of a farmer, as we have said, sufficiently exten- 
sive and industrious to be wealthy without pos- 
sessing any of the vulgar pride which rude inde- 
pendence frequently engrafts upon the ignorant 
and narrow-hearted. His family consisted of two 
sons and a daughter — Maura, the last-named, 
being the eldest, and Fehx by several ye^-rs the 
junior of his brother Hugh. Between the two 
brothers there was in many things a marked 
contrast of character, whilst in others there might 
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be said to exist a striking similarity. Hugh was 
a dark-browed, fiery man when opposed, though 
in general quiet and inoffensive. His passions 
blazed out with fury for a moment, and only for a 
moment ; for no sooner had he been borne by 
their vehemence into, the commission of an error, 
than he became quickly alive to the promptings 
of a heart naturally affectionate and kind. In 
money transactions he had the character of being 
a hard man ; yet were there many in the parish 
who could declare that they found him liberal and 
considerate. The truth was, that he estimated 
money at more than its just value, without having 
absolutely given up his heart to its influence. 
When a young man, though in good circumstances, 
he looked cautiously about him, less for the best or 
the handsomest wife than the largest dower. In 
the speculation, so far as it was pecuniary, he suc- 
ceeded ; but his domestic peace was oversha- 
dowed by the gloom of his own character, and 
not unfrequently disturbed by the violent temper 
of a wife who united herself to him with an indif- 
ferent heart. He was, in short, a man more re- 
spected than loved ; one of whom it was often 

p 2 



322 LHA DHU ; OK, THE DARK. DAY. 

said, " well, well, he's a daeent man, nabours — a 
little hard or so about money, but for all that, 
there's worse. Sure we all have our failin's. 
There's one thing in him any hov/, that if he 
offinds a man he's sorry for it : ay, an' when he 
does chance to do a good turn, sorra a word ever 
any one hears about it from his own lips. To be 
sure, there's a great dale of the nager in him no 
doubt, an' in troth he didn't take afther his own 
father for that. Devil a dacenter man than ould 
Felix O'Donnell ever broke bread." 

His brother Felix, in all that was amiable and 
affectionate strongly resembled him ; but there 
the resemblance terminated. Felix was sub- 
ject to none of his gloomy moods or violent 
outbursts of temper. He was manly, liberal, and 
cheerful — valued money at its proper estimate, 
and frankly declared, that in the choice of a wife 
he would never sacrifice his happiness to acquire it. 

" I have enough of my own," he would say ; 
" and when I meet the woman that my heart 
chooses, whether she has fortune or not, that's 
the girl that I will bring to share it, if she can 
lave me." 
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Felix and his sister both resided together ; 
for after his father's death he succeeded to the 
inheritance that had been designed for him. 
Maura O'Donnell was in that state of hfe in 
which we feel it extremely difficult to determine 
whether a female is hopeless or not upon the 
subject of marriage. Her humours had begun 
to ferment and to clear off into that thin, vinegar 
serum which engenders the exquisite perception 
of human error, and the equally keen touch 
with which it is reproved. Tinqe, in fact, had 
begun to crimp her face, and the vinegar to 
sparkle in her eye with that fiery gleam which 
is so easily lit up at five-and-thirty. Still she 
loved Felix, whose good-humour constituted him 
an excellent butt for the irascible sallies of a 
temper more nearly allied to his brother Hugh's 
than his own. He was her younger brother, 
too, of whom she was justly proud ; and she 
knew that Felix, in spite of the pungency of her 
frequent reproofs, loved her deeply, as was evi- 
dent by the many instances of his considerate" 
attention in bringing her home presents of dress. 
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and in contributing, as far as lay in his power, 
to her comfort. 

The world, indeed, is too much in the habit 
of drawing distorted inferences from the transient 
feuds that occasionally appear in domestic life. 
It would be hard to find a family in which they 
do not sometimes occur ; and when noticed by 
strangers, it is both uncharitable and unjust ta 
conclude that there is an absence of domestic 
affection in the hearts of those who, after all, 
prove no more than that they are subject to the 
errors and passions of human nature, like their 
fellow-creatures. No sister, for instance, ever 
loved another with stronger affection than poor 
Maura did her brother Felix, notwithstanding 
the repeated scoldings which, for very trivial 
causes, he experienced at her tongue. Woe, 
keen and scathing, be to those who dared in her 
presence to utter an insinuation against him. 

" If she abused him, she only did it for his 
good, and because she loved him ; an' good right 
she had to love him, for a better brother never 
breathed the breath of life. Wasn't he a mere 
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boy, only one-and-twenty years come next Lam- 
mas ; and surely it stood to reason that he wanted 
sometimes to be checked and scolded too. He 
had neither father nor mother to guide him, poor 
boy ; and who would guide him, and advise him 
too, if his own sister wouldn't do it ? Only 
one-and-twenty, and six feet in his shoes ; but 
no punhial, no cabbage upon two potsticks, like 
some she knew, that were ready enough to give 
the boy a harsh word when they ought to look 

nearer home, and, may be but she said 

nothing — as God forbid that she'd make or meddle 
with any neighbour's character : but still, may- 
be, they'd find enough to blame at home, if 
they'd open their eyes to their own failings, as 
well as they do to the fallings of their neighbours." 
Another circumstance also strongly charac- 
teristic of the woman's heart, was evinced in 
the high and vigorous tone she assumed towards 
Hugh, whenever, in any of his dark moods, he 
happened to take Felix to task. These fierce 
encounters, however, never occurred in Felix's 
presence ; for she thought that to take his part 
then, would remove, in a great degree, the 'vantage 
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ground on which she stood with reference to him- 
., self. Difficult indeed was the part she found 
herself compelled to play on these delicate occa- 
sions. She coul4 not, as a moralist and disci- 
plinarian proverbially strict, seem in any degree 
to countenance the charges brought by Hugh 
against Felix ; nor, on the other hand, was it 
without a command of temper and heroic self- 
denial, rarely attained, that she was able to 
keep her indignation against Hugh pent up 
within decorous and plausible limits. During 
the remonstrance of the latter, she usually 
pushed the charges against Felix into the notori- 
ous failings of Hugh himself, and this she did 
in a tone of irony so dry and cutting, that Hugh 
was, in almost every case, as willing to abandon 
the attack as he had been to begin it. 

" Ay, indeed," she would proceed — " throth 
an' conscience, Hugh, avourneen" — avourneen 
being pronounced with a civil bitterness that was 
perfectly withering — " throth an' conscience, 
Hugh, avourneen, it's truth you're speaking, and 
not only that, Hugh darling, but he's as dark as 
the very ould dioul betimes, so he is, and runs 
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out into such fits of blackness and anger, for no 
reason — Hugh, dheelish, for no reason in hfe, 
man alive. Are you listening, Hugh ? for it's 
to you I'm speaking, dear — for no reason in life, 
acushla, only because he's a dirty, black hodagh, 
that his whole soul and body's not worth the 
scrapings of a pot in a hard summer. Did you 
hear me, Hugh jewel? Felix, go out, avour- 
neen, ye onbiddable crature, and look after 
them ditchers, and see that they don't play upon 
us to-day, as they did on Saturday." 

Felix, who understood the sister's irony, went 
out on every such occasion with perfect good will, 
and indulged in an uncontrollable fit of laughter 
at her masked attack upon his brother. 

No sooner was he gone than Hugh either fled 
at once, or gathered himself up against the vehe- 
ment assault he knew she was about to make 
upon him. 

" Why then, Hugh O'Donnell, ar'n't you a 
dirty, black bodagh, to go to open upon the 
poor boy for no reason in life ? What did he do 
that you should abuse him, you nager you ? and 
it's welk known that you're a nager, and that 
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your heart's in the shillm'. Oh ! it's long before 
you'd go to fair or market and bring home the 
best gown, or shawl, or mantle in it to the only 
sister you have, as he does. Ay, ar'n't you the 
cream of a dirty, black bodagh, for to go to 
attack the poor boy only for speaking to a decent 
and a purty girl, that hasn't a stain upon her 
name, or upon the name of one of her seed, 
breed, or generation, you miserly nager. I 
wouldn't say that before him, because I want 
to keep him under me ; but Adhere, I say, could 
. you get so fine a young slip as poor Felix is ? 
My soul to the dev — God pardon me ! I was 
going to say what I oughtn't to say : but I tell 
you, Hugh, that you must quit of it ; he's the 
only brother we have, and it's the least we should 
be kind to him." 

During this harangue poor Hugh's flush of 
passion usually departed from him. As we said, 
he loved his only brother ; and so vivid were 
Maura's representations of his virtues, that 
Hugh, his passion having subsided, was usually 
borne away by the pathos wath which she closed 
her observations respecting him. A burst of 
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tears always concluded the dialogue on her part, 
and deep regret on the part of Hugh ; for, in 
fact, the charges against Felix were such only 
as none, except they themselves in the very exu- 
berance of their affection, would think of 
bringing against him. 

The reader is already acquainted with the 
allusion made by Maura to the " dacent and 
purty girl that hasn't a stain upon her name, or 
upon the name of one of her seed, breed, or 
generation." This " purty" girl is no other than 
Alley Bawn Murray ; and although Maura, from 
a sheer spirit of contradiction, spoke of her to 
Hugh in a favourable point of view, yet nothing 
could be more obstinately bitter than her oppo- 
sition to such a match on the part of Felix. 

This, however, is human nature. To those 
who cannot understand such a character, we offer 
no apology — to the few who do, none is neces- 
sary. 

The courtship of Alley Bawn and Felix had 
arrived, on the fair-day of Ballaghmore, to a 
crisis which required decision on the part of the 
wooer. They went in, as we have shown the 
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reader, to a public-house. Their conversation, 
which was only such as takes place in a thousand 
similar instances, we do not mean to detail. It 
was tender and firm on the part of Felix, and 
aiFectionate between him and her. With that 
high pride, which is only another name for humi- 
lity, she urged him to forget her, "if it was not 
plasin' to his friends. You know, Felix," she 
continued, " that I am poor and you are rich, 
an' 1 wouldn't wish to be dragged into a family 
that couldn't respect me." 

" Alley dear," replied Felix, " I know that 
both Hugh and Maura love me in their hearts ; 
and although they may make a show of anger 
in the beginnin', yet they'll soon soften, and 
will love you as they do me." 

" Well, Felix," replied Alley, "my mother 
and you are present ; if my mother says I 
ought — — " 

" I do, darling," said her mother ; " that 
is, I can't feel ~ any particular objection to it. 
Yet somehow my mind is troubled. I know 
that what he says is what will happen ; but, 
for all that — och, Felix, aroon, there's some- 
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thing over me about . the same match— I don't 
know — I'm willin' an' I'm not wilUn'." 

They arose to depart ; and as both famihes 
lived in the beautiful village of Ballydhas, 
which we have already described to the reader, 
of course their walk home was such as lovers 
could wish. 

Evening had arrived ; the placid summer 
sun shone down with a mild flood of light upon 
Ballaghmore and the surrounding country. There 
was nothing in the evening whose external 
phenomena could depress any human heart. 
The ocean lay like a mirror, on which the beams 
of the sun glistened in magnificent shafts, in 
whatsoever position you looked upon it. Not 
a wave or a ripple broke the expansive sheet, 
that stretched away till it melted into the dipping 
sky ; yet to the ear its mysterious and deep 
murmurs were audible, and the lonely eternal 
sobbing of the awful sea, struck upon the heart 
of the superstitious mother with a sense of fear 
and calamity. Felix and Alley went before 
them, and the conversation which we are about 
to detail, took place between herself and her 
youngest daughter. 
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" Susy, darlin'," said she, " you see the 
happy pah- before us ; but why is it, acushla, 
that my heart is sunk when I think of their 
marriage ? Do you hear that say ? There's not 
a wave on it, but still its angery, if one can 
judge by its voice. Darlin', it's a had sign, 
for the same say isn't always so. Sometimes 
it is as asy as a sleepin' baby, and sometimes, 
although its waves are quiet enough, it looks 
like a murderer asleep. Now it breathes heavil}'^, 
avourneen, as if all was not right. Susy, darlin', 
I'm afeard, I say, that it's a had sign." 

" Mother dear," replied Susy, " what makes 
you speak that way ? Sure it wouldn't be the 
little sup o' punch that Felix made you take 
that 'ud get into your head ?" 

" No, darlin' ! Look at the pair before us ; 
there they go, the pride, both o' them, God 
knows, of the whole parish; but still when I 
think of the bitterness of Felix's friends, Susy, 
I can't help being afeard. His brother Hugh 
is a dark man, and his sister Maura is against 
it. God pity them ! It's a cruel world, acushla, 
where people like them can't do as they'd wish 
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to do. But, Susy, you're a child, and knows 
nothing at all about it." 

Felix and Alley passed on, unconscious of the 
ominous forebodings which the superstition of 
the affectionate woman prompted her to utter. 
The arrangements for their marriage were on 
that night concluded, and the mother, after 
some feebly expressed misgivings, at which Felix 
and Alley laughed heartily, was induced to 
consent that on the third Sunday following they 
should be joined in wedlock. Had Felix been 
disposed to conceal his marriage from Hugh 
and Maura, at least until the eve of its occur- 
rence, the publishing of their banns in the 
chapel would have, of course, disclosed it. 
When his sister heard that the arrangements 
were completed, she poured forth a torrent of 
abuse against what she considered the folly and 
simplicity of a mere boy, who allowed himself 
to be caught in the snares of an artful girl, 
with nothing but a handsome face to recommend 
her. Felix received all this with good humour, 
and replied only in a strain of jocularity to 
every thing she said. 
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Hugh, on the other hand, contented himself 
with a single observation. " Felix," said he, 
" I won't see you throw yourself away upon a 
girl that is no fit match for you. If you can't 
take care of yourself, / will. Once for all, 
I tell you that this marriage must not take place." 
As he uttered these words, his dark brows 
were bent, and his eyes flashed with a gleam 
of that ungovernable passion for which he 
was so remarkable, Felix, at all times peace- 
ful, and always willing to acknowledge his elder 
brother's natural right to exercise a due degree 
of authority over him, felt that this was stretch- 
ing it too far. Still he made no reply, nor in- 
deed did Hugh allow him time to retort, had 
he been so disposed. They separated without 
more words, each resolved to accomplish his 
avowed purpose. 

The opposition of Hugh and Maura to his 
marriage, only strengthened Felix's resolution 
to make his beloved and misrepresented Alley 
Bawn, the rightful mistress of his hearth, as 
she already was of his affections. Nay, his 
love burned for her with a purer and tenderer 
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flame, when he looked upon the artless girl, and 
thought of the cruel hearts that would make 
her a martyr to a spirit so worldly-minded and 
selfish. Their deep-rooted prejudice against 
her poverty, he delicately concealed from her, 
together with the length to which their oppo- 
sition had gone. As for himself, he acted pre- 
cisely as if the approaching marriage had their 
full sanction ; he saw Alley every day, became 
still more deeply enamoured, and heard his 
sister's indignant remonstrances without uttering 
a single syllable in reply. 

At length the happy Sunday morning arrived, 
and never did a more glorious sun light up the 
beautiful valley of Baliydhas than that which 
shed down its smiling radiance from heaven 
upon their union. Felix's heart was full of that 
eager and trembling delight, which, where there 
is pure and disinterested love, always marks 
our emotions upon that blessed epoch in human 
life. Maura, contrary to her wont, was un- 
usually silent during the whole morning; but Felix 
could perceive that she watched all his emotions 
with the eye of a lynx. When the hour of 
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going to chapel approached, he deemed it 
time to dress, and, for that purpose, went to 
a large oaken tallboy that stood in the kitchen, 
in order to get out his clothes. It was locked, 
however, and his sister told him at once, that 
the key, which was in her possession, should 
not pass into his hands that day. " No," she 
continued, " nor sorra the ring you'll put on 
the same girl with my consent. Aren't you a 
purty young omadhaun, you spiritless crature, to 
go to marry sich a niddy-naudhhy^ when you know 
that the best fortunes in the glen would jump 
at you ! Yes, faiks ! to bring home that mane, 
useless crature, that hasn't a penny to the 
good ! A purty farmer's wife she'll make, and 
purtily she'll fill my poor mother's shoes, God 
be good to her ! A poor, unsignified, smooth- 
faced thing, that never did a dacent day's work 
out of doors, barring to shake up a cock of 
hay, or to pull the growing of a peck of flax ! 
Oh ! thin, mother darlin', that's in glory this 
day ! but it's a purty head of a house he's puttin' 
afther you ; and myself, too, must knock undher 
to the like of her, and see her put up in 
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authority over my head. Let me alone, Fehx ; 
your laugliin' won't pass. The sorra kay you'll 
get from me to-day." 

Felix, who was resolved to procure the key, 
saw that there was nothing for it but a little 
friendly violence. A good-humoured struggle 
accordingly commenced between them — good- 
humoured on his side, but bitter and determined 
on the part of Maura. Finding it difficult to 
secure the key, even by violence, Felix was 
about to give up the contest, and force the 
lock at once, when Hugh entered. 

" What's all this ?" he inquired. " What 
racket's this ? Is it beating your sisther you are ? 
Is the young headstrong profligate beating you, 
Maura? eh?" 

"No, Hugh, not that; but he wants the kay 
to deck himself up for marrying that pet of 
his. God knows, Fd rather he did beat me 
than do what he's going to do." 

*' Felix," said his brother, " Fm over you in 

place of your father, and I tell you that it'll cost 

me a sore fall, or I'll put a stop to this day's 

work. A purty bridegroom you are, and a 

VOL. I. ^ 
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'sponsible father of a family you'll make ! Be 
my sowl, it's a horsewhip I ought to take to 
you, and lash all thoughts of marriage out of 
you. What a hurry you're in to go a shoolin'.* 
You had betther provide yourself the bag and 
staff at once, for if you marry this portionless, 
good-for-nothing hussy " 

Felix's eye flashed, and, for the first time 
in his life, he turned a fierce glance upon his 
brother. 

" She's no hussy, Hugh ; and if another man 

said it " he paused, for it was but ' the hectic 

of a moment.' 

" You'd knock him down, I suppose," said 
Hugh, " Why don't you speak it out ? Why, 
Maura, he's a man upon our hands, and I 
suppose he'll be a bully to-morrow, or next day, 
and put us all undher his feet, and make us 
knuckle down to his poppet of a wife, too." 

" Hugh," said Felix, " I am wilHn' to forget 
and forgive all the harshness ever you showed me, 
and to remimber nothing but your kindness, and 

• To become the rustic chevalier d'industrie. 
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you wor kind to me ; you're my brother — my 
only, and my eldest brother, and I beg it as a 
favour to one that loves you both, that you'll 
not interfere in my marriage this day." 

" So far only," replied Hugh, " that I'll stop 
it for good an' all. You'll get no clothes out of 
this press to-day. In ten years or so you may be 
thinkin' of it. There's Madge M'Cawley, take 
her, with all my heart ; a girl that has fifty 
pounds, five cows, and threescore sheep ; ay, 
an' a staid, sober girl. To be sure she's no 
beauty, aii' not fit for ' gintlemen' that must 
have purty faces, and empty pockets. I say agin, 
Felix, I'll put an end to this match." 

This was too much for Felix's patience. After 
several unsuccessful remonstrances, and even sup- 
plications very humbly expressed, a fierce strug- 
gle ensued between the brothers, which was only 
terminated by the interference of the two servant- 
men, who with some difficulty forced the elder 
out of the house, and brought him across the 
fields towards his own home. Maura then gave 
up the key, and the youthful bridegroom was 
soon dressed and prepared to meet his " man," 
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and a few friends whom he had invited, at the 
chapel. His mind, however, was disturbed, and 
his heart sank at this ill-omened commencement 
of his wedding-day. 

" Maura," said he, when about to leave the 
house, " I'm heavy at heart for what has hap- 
pened. Will you say that you forgive me, dear, 
before I go ? and tell Hugh that I forgive him 
every thing, and that the last words I said before 
I went, wor — ' that the blessin' of God may 
rest upon him and his,' and upon you too, Maura 
dear." 

These expressions are customary among Irish 
families when a marriage is about to take place ; 
but upon this occasion they came spontaneously 
from a generous and a feeling heart. Felix saw 
with sorrow that his brother and sister had not 
blessed him, and he resolved that his part of a 
duty so tender should not remain unperformed. 

Maura, who suddenly averted her face when 
he addressed her, made no reply ; but after he 
had departed from the threshold, her eye followed 
him, and the tears slowly forced their way down 
her cheeks. 
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*' It's no use," said she, " it's no use, I love 
liim, I love my kind brother, in spite of every 
thing. May God bless you, Felix ! may God 
bless you, and all you love ! God forgive me 
for opposin' the boy as I did ; and God forgive 
Hugh 1 but he thinks it would be all for Felix's 
good to stop his marriage with Alley Bawn." 

Felix, who heard neither his sister's blessing 
nor the expression of the affection she bore him, 
passed on with hasty steps through the fields. 
He had not gone far, however, when he saw 
his brother walking towards him ; his arms folded, 
ar?d his eyes almost hidden by his heavy brows ; 
sullen ferocity was in his looks, and his voice, 
as he addressed him, was hollow with suppressed 
rage : — 

*' So," said he, " you will ruin yourself ! Go 
back home, Felix." 

" For God's sake, Hugh, let me alone, let 
me pass." 

" You will go ?" said the other. 

" I will, Hugh." 

" Then may bad luck go with you, if you do. 
I ordher you to stay at home, I say." 
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" Mind your own business, Hugh, and I'll 
mind mine," was the only reply given him. 

Felix walked on by making a small circuit out 
of the direct path, for he was anxious not only 
to proceed quickly, as his time was limited, but, 
above all things, to avoid a collision with his 
brother. 

The characteristic fury of the latter shot out 
in a burst that resembled momentary madness as 
much as rage. " Is that my answer ?" he 
shouted, in the hoarse, quivering accents of 
passion ; and with the rapid energy of the dark 
impulse which guided him, he snatched up a 
stone from a ditch, and flung it at his brother, 
whose back was towards him. Felix fell forward 
in an instant, but betrayed after his fall no 
symptoms of motion — the stillness of apparent 
death was in every limb. Hugh, after the blow 
had been given, stood rooted to the earth, and 
looked as if the demon which possessed him 
had fled on the moment the fearful act had been 
committed. His now bloodless lips quivered, 
his frame became relaxed, and the wild tremor 
of horrible apprehension shook him from limb 
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to limb. Immediately a fearful cry was heard 
far over the fields, and the words — " Oh ! yeah, 
yeah, Felix, my brother, agra, can't you spake 
to me ?" struck upon the heart of Maura and 
the servant-men, with a feeling of dismay, deep 
and deadly. 

" O God !'* she exclaimed, with clasped 
bands and upturned eyes, " O God ! my boy, my 
boy — Felix, Felix, what ha& happened you ?" 

Again the agonized cry of the brother was 
heard loud and frantic. 

" Oh, yeah, yeah, Felix, are you dead ? 
brother, agra, can't you speak to me ?" 

With rapid steps they rushed to the spot; but, 
ah ! what a scene was there to blast their sight 
and sear the brain of his sister, and indeed of 
all who could look upon it. The young bride- 
groom smote down when his foot was on the very 
threshold of happiness, and by the hand of a 
brother ! 

Hugh, in the mean time, had turned up Felix 
from the prone posture in which he lay, with a 
hope — a frenzied, a desperate hope of ascertain- 
ing whether or not life w^as extinct In this 
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position, the stricken boy was lying, his brother, 
hke a maniac, standing over him, when Maura 
and the servants arrived. One glance, a shudder, 
then a long ghastly gaze at Hugh, and she sank 
down beside the insensible victim of his fury. 

" What," said Hugh, wildly clenching his 
hands, " Mother of glory, have I killed both ? 
Oh, Felix, Felix ! you are happy, you are happy, 
agra, brother ; but for me, oh, for me, my hour of 
mercy is past an' gone. I can never look to heaven 
more ! How can I live," he muttered furiously 
to himself, " how can I live ? and I darn't die. 
O God ! O God \ my brain's turnin'. I needn't 
pray to God to curse the hand that struck you 
dead, Felix dear, for I feel this minute that his 
curse is on me." 

Felix was borne in, but no arm would Hugh 
suffer to encircle him but his own. Poor Maura 
recovered, and although in a state of absolute 
distraction, yet had she presence of mind to re- 
member that they ought to use every means in 
their power to restore the boy to life, if it were 
possible. Water was got, with which his face 
was sprinkled ; in a little time he breathed, 
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opened his eyes, looked mournfully about him, 
and asked what had happened him. Never was 
pardon to the malefactor, nor the firm tread of 
land to the shipwrecked mariner, so welcome as 
the dawn of returning life in Felix was to his 
brother. The moment he saw the poor youth's 
eyes fixed upon him, and heard his voice, he 
threw himself on his knees at the bedside, 
clasped him in his arms, and with an impetuous 
tide of sensations, in which were blended joy, 
grief, burning affection, and remorse, he kissed 
his lips, strained him to his bosom, and wept 
with such agony, that poor Felix was compelled 
to console him. 

" Oh ! Felix, Felix," exclaimed Hugh, 
" what was it I did to you ? or how could the 
devil out of hell tempt me to— to — to— Oh, Felix 
agra, say you're not hurted — say only that you'll 
be as well as ever, an' I take God and every 
one present to witness, that, from this minute 
till the day of my death, a harsh word 'ill never 
crass my lips to you. Say you're not hurted, 
Felix dear ! Don't you know^, Felix, in spite 

Q 2 
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of my dark temper's puttin' me into a passion 
with you sometimes, that I always loved you ?" 

" Yes you did, Hugh," replied Felix, " you 
did, an' I still knew you did. I didn't often 
contradict you, because I knew, too, that the 
passion would soon go off of you, and that you'd 
be kind to me again." 

" Yeah, yeelish," said the other, whilst the 
scalding tears flowed profusely down his cheeks, 
and the deep sobs almost choked him, " Oh, 
yeah yeelish ! what could come over me ! As 
judgment^ before me, he was the best brother 
ever God created — you were, Felix darling — 
you were, you were !" He again pressed him 
to his heart, and kissed his lips with an over- 
whelming fulness of remorse and love. 

*' An' another thing, Felix dear — but first tell 
me are you gettin' betther ?" 

" I am," replied the youth, " my head is a 
little confused, but I have no pain." 

Hugh raised his hands and streaming eyes to 
heaven. 

" Thanks, thanks, oh thanks an' praise be 
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to God for that news ! thanks an' praise be to 
you, blessed Father, for what he has said this 
minute, for it takes the weight, the dead 
crushin' weight that lay on my heart, off it. 
'And now, Felix jewel, here, alanna, lay over 
your head upon my breast, an' I'll hould you 
anything I whisper into your own ear what 'ill 
make you as stout as ever — keep away all of 
yees — the nerra one o' ye 'ill hear it but 
himself. Sure, Felix dear," he continued, in a 
lower voice, " sure I'm willin' that you should 
marry your own Alley Bawn. An' listen, sure 
I'll give her a portion myself — I'm able to do it 
an' I will too." 

Felix, on hearing her name, looked around, 
and endeavoured, as appeared by his manner, 
to collect himself. He put his hand to his head, 
and for a moment his eyes were without mean- 
ing. Hugh observed it, and felt his grief 
instantly checked by a fearful surmise as to a 
possible consequence of the blow which he had 
not contemplated. 

" Felix dear," said he, in a voice low, hollow, 
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and full of terror, "what ails you? Is the 
pain coming back ?" 

Felix spoke not for about a minute, during which 
time he had become quite collected. Then 
with an affectionate look towards his brother he 
replied — 

*' God bless you, Hugh, for the words you 
have said to me ! Poor Alley ! Hugh, God 
bless you ! Would Maura consent ? Will you 
consent, agra, to it, Maura dear ?" 

Maura, who had been all this time weeping, 
now advanced, and, smiling through her tears, 
embraced him tenderly. " Yes, Felix darling, 
an' I'm only heart-broken, that ever Hugh or 
myself refused to consent, or ever set ourselves 
against it." 

The boy's eyes sparkled with a light more 
brilliant than had ever shone from them before ; 
his whole face became animated, and the cloud 
of sorrow which had rested on his pale brow 
melted away before the effulgence of reviving 
hope. In a few minutes he arose and expressed 
his determination to proceed and keep his 
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appointment. Hugh and Maura requested to 
accompany him, and the latter begged to be 
allowed the privilege of giving the bride away. 
" Maura," said Felix, " will you desire the 
servants to have a decent dinner prepared, and 
we'll eat it here. I intend, if you and Hugh 
will let me, to bring her home at once !" 

" Och, God help the poor boy !" exclaimed 
Maura — " yes, darling, all that must be done." 
When ready to depart, he again put his hand 
to his head. — " It comes on me here," said he, 
"for about a minute or so — this confusion — I 
think I'll tie a handkerchief about my head. 
It'll be an asy thing for me to make some 
excuse, or I can take it off at the chapel." 

This was immediately acquiesced in ; but at 
Hugh's suggestion a car was prepared, a horse 
yoked in a few minutes, and Felix, accompanied 
and supported by his brother and sister, set out 
for mass. On arriving at the " green," he felt 
that his short journey had not been beneficial 
to him ; on the contrary, he was worse, and 
very properly declined to go into the heated 
atmosphere of the chapel. A message by his 
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sister soon brought the blushing, trembling, 
serious, yet happy-looking girl to his side. Her 
neat white dress, put on with that natural taste 
which is generally accompanied by a clear sense 
of moral propriety, and her plain cottage bonnet, 
bought for the occasion, showed that she came 
prepared, not beyond, but to the utmost reach 
of her humble means. And this she did more 
for Felix's sake than her own, for she resolved 
that her appearance should not, if possible, jar 
upon the feelings of one who, she knew, in 
marrying her, had sacrificed prospects of wealth 
and worldly happiness for Her sake. At sight 
of her, Felix smiled, but it was observed that 
his face, which had a moment before been pale, 
was instantly flushed, and his eye unusually 
bright. When he had kissed her, she replied 
to the friendly greetings of his brother and 
Maura with the most comely dignity, well 
suited to her situation and circumstances. Then 
turning to the elected husband of her heart, 
she said — 

" Why thin, Felix, but it's little credit you do 
me this happy morning, coming with your night- 
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cap on, as if you weren't well ;" but as she saw 
the smile fade from his lips, and the colour from 
his cheek, her heart sank, and " palhd as death's 
dedicated bride," with her soft blue eyes bent 
upon his changing colour and bandaged head, 
she exclaimed, " God be merciful to us ! Felix 
dear, you are ill — you are hurted ! Felixj 
Felix darling, what ails you ? What is 
wrong ?" 

" Don't be frightened, jewel," he replied, 
" don't, darling — it won't signify — my foot slipped 
afther lavin' you last night on my way home, 
and my head came against a stone — it's only a 
little sore outside. It 'ill be very well as soon 
as the priest puts your heart and mine together 
— never to be parted — long — long an' airnestly 
have I wished, an' prayed for this happy day. 
Isn't your mother here, jewel, an' my own little 
Ellen?" 

Her eye had been fixed upon his countenance 
with all the love and anxiety of a young bride 
about to be united to the husband of her heart's 
first choice. She saw that despite of every effort 
to the contrary, there was in his mind a source of 
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some secret sorrow. A single tear rolled down 
her cheek, which he kissed away, and as he did 
it, whispered her in a tone of affectionate confi- 
dence, that it was but a trifle, and signified 
nothing. Maura took her hand, and assured 
her that no cause for apprehension existed ; so 
did Hugh, but as he held her hand in his, he 
perceived that she got pale again, and trembled 
as if seized with some sudden fear. 

When the ceremony was concluded, those who 
attended it of course returned to Felix's house 
to partake of the wedding-dinner. He, indeed, 
seemed to be gifted with new life ; his eyes 
sparkled, and the deep carmine of his cheek 
was dazzling to Jook upon. Courtesy, and the 
usages prevalent on such occasions, compelled 
him to drink more than his state of health was 
just then capable of bearing ; he did not, how- 
ever, transgress the bounds of moderation. Still 
the noise of many tongues, the sounds of 
laughter, and the din of mirth, joined to the 
consciousness that his happiness was now com- 
plete, affected him with the feverish contagion 
of the moment. He talked hurriedly and loud 
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and seemed to feel as if the accomplishment of 
his cherished hopes was too much for his heart 
to bear^ 

In the midst of all this jollity, a change which 
none observed came over him. His laugh became 
less frequent than his shudder or his sigh, 
and taking Alley aside, he begged she would 
walk with him to the beach. 

" The say-breeze," said he, " and a sate upon 
the rocks — upon our own thyme-bank, where 
we've often sat happily, Alley dear, will bring 
me to myself soon. I am tired, asthore machree, 
of all this noise and confusion. Come away, 
darling, we'll be happier with one another than 
with all these people about us." 

His young bride accompanied him, and as they 
went, her happy heart beating under that arm 
to whose support she had now a rights her love 
the while calm and secure in its own deep 
purity, she saw before them, in bright perspective, 
many, many years of domestic affection and 
peace. 

There they sat in the mellow sunset, until the 
soft twilight had gradually melted away the 
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lengthened shadows of the rocks about them. 
Their hands were locked in each other, their 
hearts burned within them, and a tenderness 
which can be felt only by souls equally pure 
and innocent touched their delighted converse 
into something that might be deemed beautiful 
and holy. 

Artless, humble, and happy pair ! Sit on and 
enjoy the only brief glimpse of this earth's heaven 
which you will ever get. It is the last time that 
heart will beat responsive to heart, and soul 
tremble to and mingle with soul, between you. 

Long before the hour of their return, Felix had 
felt much worse than during any preceding 
part of the day. The vivid and aiFectionate 
hopes of future happiness expressed by 
Alley added to his concern, and increased his 
tenderness towards her, especially when he con- 
trasted his own physical sensations with the 
unsuspicious character of her opinion concern- 
ing his illness and the cause that produced it. 
'Tis true he disguised all this as long as he 
could ; but at length, notwithstanding his firm- 
ness, he was forced to acknowledge that pain 
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overcame him. With the burning chill of fever 
bubbling through his blood — shivering yet scorch- 
ing — he complained of the shooting pain in his 
head, and a strange confusion of mind, which 
the poor girl, from some of his incoherent ex- 
pressions, had attributed to his excess of affec- 
tion. With words of comfort she soothed him ; 
her arm now returned the support she had 
received from his ; she led him home, languid and 
half delirious, whilst she herself felt stunned as 
well by the violence as the unaccountable nature of 
his illness. On reaching home, they found that 
the noise of social enjoyment had risen to the 
outrage of convivial extravagance ; but the 
moment he staggered in, supported only by the 
faithful arm of his wife, a solemn and apprehen- 
sive spirit suddenly hushed their intemperance, 
and awed them into a conviction that such an 
illness upon the marriage-day must be as serious 
as it was uncommon. Felix was put to bed in 
pain and danger ; but Alley smoothed his pillow, 
bound his head, and sat patient, and devoted, 
and wife-like, by his side. During all that woeful 
night of sorrow she watched the feverish start, 
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the wild glare of the half-opened eye, the mo- 
mentarily conscious glance, and the miserable 
gathering together of the convulsed limbs, hoping 
that each pang would diminish in agony, and that 
the morning might bring ease and comfort. 

" Poor girl, put on thy stifling widow's weeds^ 
And 'scape at once from Hope's accursed bands !" 

We feel utterly incapable of describing, during 
the progress of this heavy night, the scorching 
and fiery anguish of his brother Hugh, or the 
distracted and wailing sorrow of poor Maura. 
The unexpected and delightful revulsion of feel- 
ing produced upon both, especially on the former, 
by his temporary recovery, now utterly incapa- 
citated them from bearing his relapse with any 
thing like fortitude. The frantic remorse of the 
guilty man, and the stupid but pungent grief 
of his sister, appeared but as the symptoms oe 
weak minds and strong passions, when contrasted 
with the deep but patient affliction of his inno- 
cent and uncomplaining wife. She wasted no 
words in sorrow ; for during this hopeless night 
self, happiness, affection, hope, were all for- 
gotten in the absorbing efforts at his recovery. 
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Never, indeed, did the miseries and calamities 
of life draw from the fruitful source of a wife's 
attached and affectionate heart, a nobler specimen 
of that pure and disinterested devotion which 
characterizes woman, than was exhibited by the 
stricken-hearted Alley Bawn. 

There was something in this peculiar case, as, 
indeed, there are in all family occurrences of a 
similar nature, which induced them to try upon 
the suffering boy the full extent of their humble 
skill, rather than call in a strange physician 
to witness the disastrous, perhaps fatal effects 
of domestic violence. Had the cause of Felix's 
illness been unknown to Hugh or Maura, they 
would have procured medical advice in the early 
part of the night. Let us, however, not press 
too severely upon the repentant brother. Shame, 
and remorse, and penitence, ought to plead 
strongly for " the hope deferred that made his 
heart sick." Hugh's passions arose to violence, 
but not to murder — a distinction which both law 
and morality too frequently forget to make. 

When Hugh saw, however, that nothing ex- 
cept medical skill could save him, he forgot his 
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crime and its consequences. Stung to madness 
by his love of Felix, and his fears for his re- 
covery, he mounted a horse, and had almost 
broken down the animal by over-exertion, ere 

he reached the village of B , where the 

doctor h e sought lived. After an impetuous and 
violent knocking the door was opened, and a 
man pale and horror-struck entered, whom the 
doctor was inclined to receive rather as the 
patient than the messenger. Yes ! haggard, 
wild, yet w^eak and trembling, he staggered into 
the room, and, sinking on a seat, in a voice 
husky and hoarse said — 

" Docthor ! oh, docthor, you won't refuse to 
come ! It's thrue he was my brother — but I had 
not — I had not — oh — no — no — I had it not in 
my heart to murdher him ! My brother is dyin'. 
Oh, come, docthor ! come to my brother, he's 
dyin', and 'twas I that struck the blow !" 

With a vehemence of grief that was pitiable, 
and an exhibition of the wildest gestures which 
characterise despair, he then uttered a cry that 
rang through the house. 

" Oh, Felix agra, my brother, I'm your mur- 
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dherer ! My sister and I are both wealthy- 
he's dyin', docthor — come, come. Oh, agra 
Felix— agra Felix ! To see you well— to see 
you well — the wealth of the world, if I had it, 
would go. My life — my life — docthor ! Oh, that 
would be but httle — but it, too, would go — I'd 
give it — all we have, my sister and I, to our 
blanket — to the shoes on our feet, and the coat 
and gown on our backs — all — all — you'll get — if 
you can save our brother, that I struck down and 
murdhered !" 

The doctor, a man of great skill and humanity, 
immediately ordered his horse, and mounting him, 
accompanied Hugh to the sick bed of his bro- 
ther. On arriving there, they found him worse ; 
and never before, nor during his whole profes- 
sional experience, had the doctor witnessed such 
a scene. Hugh took his place behind Felix, 
who, by the doctor's direction, was placed in a 
half'Sitting, half-recumbent posture in the bed ; 
his arms were placed distractedly about him, 
his breast was his pillow, and his cheek, wildly 
and with voracious affection, laid to his. He 
was restrained from crying aloud, bat his groans 
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were enough to wrench the heart from which 
they proceeded to pieces. Sympathy, in fact? 
was transferred from the sick boy to his brother ; 
and perhaps more tears were shed, by the lookers- 
on, from pity towards Hugh than FeUx. 

But where was she, the bride and wife of a 
changeful day — of a day, in which the extremes 
of happiness and misery met ? Oh, where but 
where she would and ought to be, at his bed-side, 
hoping against hope, soothing his wild ravings by 
her soft sweet voice ; and when, in his delirium, 
the happy scenes of the past day seemed re-acted, 
then she knelt, ever ready to lead him, by her 
words and caresses, into a forgetfulness of his 
present pain. In his desperate struggles he 
fancied they were tearing ber from him ; and 
when the strength of several men could scarce 
restrain him, then came the mildness of her 
power. With her gentle hands and her fond 
kind words she laid him in peace once more, and, 
kneeling by his side, cooled his burning temples 
with her pale fingers, and wet his parched lips 
with the draught prescribed by the physician. 
When the crisis, however, approached, she saw 
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by the keen glance of observant affection, that 
the doctor's manner betrayed his hopelessness 
of her husband's recovery. Then did her strength 
give way, and one violent fit of hysteric sobbing 
almost broke down both her reason and physical 
powers. Unavailing was all their tenderness, and 
fruitless every attempt at consolation. Even her 
own beloved mother failed. " Alley asthofe agus 
machree," said she, " don't give way to this, for 
it's sinful; it's wrong to cry so bitterly for the 
livin'. You know that while there's life there's 
hope. God is marciful, and may think fit to pity 
you, anien machree, and to spare him for the 
sake of our prayers, that your heart mayn't be 
broken. Here's the priest, too, an' sure it's a 
comfort, if the Lord does take him from us, that 
he's not goin' widout the holy saicriments of the 
church, to clear away any stain of sin that may 
be on him." 

Felix, tranquillized by the satisfaction that 
always results from the consciousness of having 
received the rights of the church, yet moved by 
the deep sobbings of his miserable brother, took 
liis hand, and thus addressed him — 

VOL. I. ^ 
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" Hugh dear !" 

" Oh, Fehx, Felix, Felix darling, if you spake 
kind to me my brain will turn, and my heart will 
burst to pieces ! Harsh, harsh, avourneen, 
speak harshly, cruelly, blacklj^ — oh, say you won't 
forgive me — but no, that I couldn't bear — forgive 
me in your heart, and before God, but don't 
spake wid affection to me, for then I'll not be 
able to bear it." 

" Hugh," said Felix, from whose eyes the 
keenness of his brother's repentance wrung tears, 
despite his burning agony ; " Hugh dear" — and 
he looked pitifully in the convulsed- face of the 
unhappy man — "Hugh dear, it was only an ac- 
cident, for if you had — thought — that it would 

turn out — as it has done But no matter now 

— you have my forgiveness — and you deserve it ; 
for, Hugh dear, it was as much and more my 
own thoughtlessness and self-will that caused it. 
Hugh dear, comfort and support Alley here, and 
Maura, too, Hugh; be kind to them both for 
poor Felix's sake." He sank back, exhausted, 
holding his brother's hand in his left, and his 
mute heart-broken bride's in his right. A calm 
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or rather torpor, followed, which lasted until his 
awakening spirit, in returning consciousness of 
life and love, made a last effort to dissolve in a 
farewell embrace upon the pure bosom of his 
virgin wife. 

"Alley," said he, "are you not my wife, and 
amn't I your husband ? Whose hands should be 
upon liie — in what arms but yours should I die ? 
Alley, think of your own Felix — oh, don't let me 
pass altogether out of your memory ; an' if you'd 
wear a lock of my hair, (many a time you used to 
curl it over on my cheek, for you said it was the 
same shade as your own, and you used to compare 
them together,) wear it, for my sake, next your 
heart, and if ever you think of doin' a wrong 
thitig look at it, and you'll remimber that Felix, 
who's now in the dust, always desired you to pray 
for the Almighty's grace, an' trust to him for 
strength against evil. But- where are you, 
asthore? My eyes want a last look of you; 1 
feel you — ay, I feel you in my breakin' heart, and 
gweet is your presence in it, avourneen machree ; 
but how is it that I cannot see you ? Oh, my wife, 
niy young wife, ray spotless wife, be with me — 
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near me!" He clasped her to his heart, as if 
while he held her there he thought it could not 
cease to beat ; but in a moment, after one slight 
shudder, one closing pang, his grasp relaxed— his 
head fell upon her bosom — and he, Felix, who that 
morning stood up in the bloom of youth and manly 
beauty, with the cup of happiness touching his very 
lips, was now a clod of the valley. Half uncon- 
scious — almost unbelieving that all could be over, 
she gently laid him down. On looking into his 
face, her pale lips quivered; and as her mute 
wild gaze became fixed upon the body, slowly 
the desolating truth forced itself upon her heart. 
.She then sank upon her knees, and prayed to 
God that, if it were his will, and lawful for her 
in her misery to utter such a prayer, he would not 
part her in death from him who had been to her 
far dearer than all that life now contained — 
without whom the world was now empty to her 
for ever. 

Quietly and calmly she then arose, and but 
for the settled wretchedness of her look, the 
stillness of her spirit might have been mistaken 
for apathy. Without resistance, without a tear, 
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in the dry agony of burning grief, she gently gave 
herself up to the guidance of those who wept, 
while they attempted to soothe her. In reply to 
their attempts at consolation she only uttered one 
brief sentence in Irish. " Oh," said she, " God 
is good — still, still, this was a dark day to Felix 
and to me !" 

At the inquest which followed, there was no 
proof to criminate the wretched brother ; nor, 
to speak truly, were the jury anxious to find any. 
The man's shrieking misery was more wild and 
frightful than death itself. From " the Dark 
Day" until this on which I write, he has never 
been able to raise his heart or his countenance. 
Home he never leaves, except when the pressure 
of business compels him ; and when he does, in 
every instance he takes the most unfrequented 
paths and the loneliest by-roads, in order to avoid 
the face and eye of man. Better, indeed, to en- 
counter flood or fire, than to suffer what he has 
borne, when the malicious or coarse-minded have 
reproached him, in what, we trust, is his repen- 
tance, with his great affliction. 
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Alley, contrary to the earnest solicitations of 
Hugh and Maura, went back to reside with her 
mother. Four years have now passed, and the 
virgin widow is constant to her grief. With a 
bunch of yarn on her arm, she may be occasionally 
seen in the next market-town. The chastened 
sorrow of her look agreeing well with her mourn- 
ful weeds. In vain is she pressed to mingle in the 
rustic amusements of her former companions; 
she cannot do it, even to please her mother ; the 
poor girl's heart is sorrow-struck for ever. She 
will never smile again. As it is, however, the 
steady subdued melancholy of her manner in^ 
creases the respect, without lessening the love, of 
all who know her. Who, indeed, could see her, 
and hear her sad history, without loving her 
purity, and her devoted affection to the memory 
of him that was only the husband of a day, 
without pitying the stricken girl who suffered so 
much, and wishing that time, which weans us 
from our greatest sorrows, may, by its influence, 
mellow her afliictions, until the bitterness of 
their spirit passes out of her soul. 
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Reader, if you want a moral, look upon the 
wasted brow of Hugh O'Donnell, and learn to 
restram your passions and temper within its 
proper limits. 



END OF VOLUME I. 
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